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TO THE READERS OP THE AUTOCRAT OF 
THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 



TwiSMTV-VTVE years more have passed since tlie si- 
lence of the preceding twenty-five years was broken 
by Uie first words of the self-recording personage 
who lends his title to these pages, in tlie "Atlantic 
Monthly " for November, 1857. The children of 
those who first read these papers as they appeared 
are still reading them as kindly as their &thers and 
mothers read them a quarter of a century ^o. And 
now, for the first time for many years I have read 
them myself, thinking that they might be improved 
by various corrections and changes. 

But it is dangerous to tamper in cold blood and in 
after life widi what was written in the glow of an 
earlier period. Its very defects are a part of its or. 
ganic individuality. It would spoil any character 
these records may have to attempt to adjust them 
to the present age of the world or of the author. We 
have all of us, writer and readers, drifted away from 
many of our former habits, tastes, and perhaps beliefs. 
The world could spare every human being who was 
living when the first sentence of these papers was 
written ; its destinies would be safe in the hands of 
the men and WMoea of twenty-five years and imder. 
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VI TO THE READERS OF THE AUTOCRAT. 

This book wa8 written for a generation which knew 
nothing or next to nothing (^ war, and hardly dreamed 
of it; which felt as if invention must have exhausted 
itself in the miracles it had already wrought. To^y, 
in a small sea-side village of a few hundred inhabits 
ants, I see the graveyard fluttering with little flags 
that mark the soldiers' graves ; we read, by the light 
the rocks of Pennsylvania have fumisbed for us, all 
that is most important in the morning papers of the 
civilized world ; the lightning, so swift to run our er- 
rands, stands shining over us, white and steady as the 
moonbeams, burning, but unconsumed ; we talk with 
people in the neighboring cities as if they were at our 
elbow, and as our equipages flash along Uie highway, 
the silent bicycle glides by us and disappears in the 
distance. All these since 1857, and bow much more 
than these changes in our every-day conditions I I can 
say irithont offence to-day that which called out the 
most angry feelings and the hardest language twenty- 
five years ago. I may doubt everything to-day if I 
will only do it civilly. 

I cannot make over again the book and those which 
followed it, and I will not try to mend old garments 
with new cloth. Let the sensible reader take it for 
granted that the author would agree with him in 
changing whatever he would alter, in leaving out what- 
ever he would omit, if it seemed worth while to tam- 
per with what was flnished long ago. The notes which 
have been added will not interrupt the Qorrent of the 
conversational narrative. 

I can never be too grateful for the tokens of regard 
which Uiese papers and those which followed them 
have brought me. The kindness of my far-off friends 
has sometimes over-taxed my power of replying to 
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TO THE KEADEBS OP THE AUTOCRAT. Vli 

them, bat tliey may be assuied that their [feasant 
words were always welcome, however insufficiently ac- 
knowledged. 

I have experienced the friendship of my readers so 
long that I caimot help anticipating some measmn of 
its continuance. If I should feel the burden of cor- 
respondence too heavily in the coming years, I desire 
to leootd in advance my gratitude to those whom I 
%ay not be able to thank so fully and so cordially as 
I could desire. 

Bktesly Faams, Ham., Aujuti 29, 1882. 
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PKEFACE TO THE NEW EDITION. 



Another decade has nearly closed since the above 
Preface was written. Tlie Autocrat still finds read- 
era, among the young as well as among the old. The 
children of my early readers were writing to me about 
my books, especially The Autocrat, as I mentioned in 
that other Preface. Now it is the grandchildren who 
are still turning to these pages, which I might well 
have thought would be voted old-fashioned, outworn, 
an unvalued bequest to posterity with Oblivion as re- 
siduary legatee. I have nothing of importance to add 
in the way of prefatory remarks. I can only repeat 
my grateful acknowledgments to the reading public at 
home and abroad for die hospitable manner in which 
my thoughts have been received. The expressions 
of personal regard, esteem, confidence, sympathetic 
afEnity, may I not add affection, which this book 
has brought to me have become an habitual expe- 
rience and an untiring source of satisfaction. I have 
thanked hundreds, yes, thousands, and many thou- 
sands of these kind corrrapondents, until my eyes have 
grown dim and I can no longer read many of their 
letters except through younger eyes. If my hand does 
not refuse to hold the pen or to guide it in the form 
of presentable characters, an occasional cramp of a 
little muscle which knows its importance and insists 
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PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION. IZ 

on liaviog it recognized by striking, after its own fash- 
ion, is a hint that I must at length do what I have 
long said I ought to do, content myself with an en- 
cyclical of thanks and write no more letters except 
to a few relatives and intimates. 

A single fact strikes me as worth mentioning. Ten 
years ago I s^d that there ' had been a feeling at the 
time wh^k this book was written as if mechanical in- 
vention had exhausted itself. I referred in the Pre- 
face of 1882 to the new miracles of the telephone and 
of electric illumination. Since then a new wonder 
has been sprung upon us in the shape of the electric 
motor, which has already familiarized itself among us 
as a common carrier. It is not safe to speculate on 
what the last decade of the century may yet bring us, 
but it looks as if the wasted energies of the winds and 
the waters were to be converted into heat, light, and 
mechanical movement, in that mysterious form which 
we call dectricity, so as to change the material condi- 
tions of life to an extent to which we can hardly dare 
to set limits. As to what social and other changes 
may accompany the altered conditions of human life 
in the coming era, it is safer to leave the question 
open to exercise the ingenuity of some as yet youth- 
ful, perhaps unborn Autocrat. 

O. W. H. 
Bev&klt FARua. Mass., Jviy 28, 1801. 
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THE AUTOCRAT'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



The interruption referred to id the first sentence of 
tlie first of these papers was just a quarter of a cen- 
tury in duration. 

Two articles entitled " The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table " will be found in the " New England 
Magazine," formerly published in Boston by J. T. 
and E. Buckingham. The date of the first of these 
articles is November, 1831, and that of the second 
February, 1832. When " The Atlantic Monthly " was 
b^un, twenty-five years afterwards, and the author 
was asked to write for it, the recollection of these 
crude products of his uncombed literaiy boyhood sug- 
gested the thought that it would be a curious experu 
ment to shake the same bough again, and see if the 
ripe fruit were better or worse than the early wind- 
falls. 

So began this series of papers, which naturally 
brings those earlier attempts to my own notice and 
that of some few friends who were idle enough to read 
them at the time of their publication. The man is 
fatiier to the boy that was, and I am my own son, as 
it seems to me, in those papers of the " New England 
Magazine." If I find it hard to pardon the boy'if 
faults, others would find it harder. They will not, 
therefore, be reprinted here, nor, as I hope, anywhere. 
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THE autocrat's AtTTOBIOGBAPHT. XI 

But a sentence or two from them will perhaps bear 
reprodacing, and with these I trust the gentle reader, 
if that kind being stiU breathes, will be contented. 

— " It is a capital plan to carry a tablet with you, and, 
when you find yourself felicitous, take notes of yoor own 
conversation." — 

— " When I feel inclined to read poetiy I take down 
my Dictionary. The poetry of words is quite as beaatafnl 
as that of sentences. The author may arrange the gems 
effectively, but their shape and lustre have been given by 
the attridoD of ages. Bring me the finest simile from the 
whole range of im^^nadve writing, and I will show yon a 
sin^e word which conveys a more profound, a more accu- 
rate, and a more eloquent analogy." — 

— " Once on a time, a notion was started, that if all the 
people in the world would shout at once, it might be heard 
in the moon. So the projectors agreed it should be done 
in just ten years. Some thousand shiploads of chronome- 
ters were distributed to the selectmen and other great folks 
of all the different nations. For a year beforehand, noth- 
ing else was talked about but the awful noise that was to 
be made on the great occasion. When the time came, 
everybody had their ears so wide open, to hear the uni- 
versal ejaculation of Boo, — the word agreed upon, — that 
nobody spoke except a deaf man in one of the Fejee Isl- 
ands, and a woman in Pekin, so that the world was never 
so still since the creation." — 

There was nothing better than these things and 
there was not a little that was much worse. A young 
fellow of two or three and twenty has as good a r^ht 
to spoil a magazine-full of essays in learning how to 
write, aa an oculist like Wenzel had to spoil his hat^ 
full of eyes in learning how to operate for cataract, or 
an elegant like Bniromel to point to an armful of fiul- 
urea in the attempt to achieve a perfect neck-tie. This 
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Xll THE ADTOCBAT B ATJTOBIOaEAPHT. 

son of mine, wlLOm I have not seen for these twen- 
^-five years, generously counted, was a eelf-willed 
youth, always too ready to utter his uncbastised fan- 
cies. He, like too many American young people, got 
the apur when he should have had the rein. He there- 
fore helped to fill the market with that unripe fruit 
which his father says in one of these papers abounds 
in tlie marts of his native country. All these by-gone 
shorteonuDgs he would hope are foi^ven, did he not 
feel sore that very few of bis readers know anything 
about tbem. In taking the old name for the new 
papers, he felt bound to say that be bad uttered un- 
wise things under that title, and if it shall appear 
that his unwisdom has not diminished by at least half 
while his years have doubled, he promises not to re- 
peat the experiment if he should live to double them 
again and become bis own grandfatlier. 

OLITEa WENDELL HOLMES. 

BoeiOM, November 1, 1858. 
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THE AUTOCBAT 
BREAKFAST-TABLE. 



I WAS just going to Bay, when I was intermpted, 
that one of the many waj^ of cla88i:^^g minds is 
under the heads of orithmetieal and algebraical in- 
tellects. All economical and practical wisdom is an 
extension or variation of tlie following arithmetical 
formula : 2 -1- 2^4. Every philosophical proposition 
has the more general character of the expression 
a-\-h=c. We are mere operatives, empirics, and 
egotists, nntil we leam to think in letters instead of 
figures. 

They aU stared. There is a divinity student lately 
come among us to whom I commonly address remarks 
like the above, allowing him to take a certain share 
in the conversation, so far as assent or pertinent ques- 
tions are involved. He abused his liberty on this oc- 
casion by presimiing to say that Leibnitz had the 
same observation. — No, sir, I replied, he has not 
But he said a mighty good thing about mathematics, 
that sounds something like it, and you found it, not 
in the original, but quoted by Dr. Thomas Reid. I 
will tell the company what be did say, one of these 
days. 
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2 THE AtnOCBAT OF THB BBilAKFAST-TABLB. 

— If I belong to a Society of Mutual Admiration 7 
— I blush to say that I do not at this present moment 
I once did, however. It waa the first association to 
which I ever beard the term a{>plied ; a body of acien- 
tifie y<nmg men in a great foreign city* who admired 
ibeir teacher, and to some extent each other. Many 
of them deserved it ; they have become (amoiis since. 
It amuses me to hear the talk of one of those beings 
described by Thackeray — 

" Letters four do form his mme " — 
about a social development which belongs to the very 
noblest stage of civilization. All generous companies 

* The '■ body of Bcienti&c joung men in a great foreigo city " 
was the SocUt^ d'ObeerratJon Medicale, of Paria, of which M. 
LoniB waa president, and MM. Barth, Grisotte, and our own 
Br. Bowditch were meinbera. They agreed in admiring their 
jiutly-hoDored president, and thought highly of some of their 
associates, who have since made good their promise of distinc* 
don. 

About the time when these papers were published, the Sat- 
tirday Club was founded, or, rather, found itself in existence, 
without any organization, almost without parentage. It wa» 
natural enough that such men as Emerson, Longfellow, Agassii, 
Peirce, with Hawthorne, Motley, Sumner, when within reach, 
and others who would be good company for them, should meet 
and dine together once in a while, as they did, in point of fact, 
every month, and as some who are still living, with other and 
newer members, stiU meet and dine. If some of them had not 
admired each other they would have been exceptions in the 
world of letters and science. The clab deserves being remem- 
bered for having no constitution or by-laws, for making no 
speeches, reading no papers, obserring no ceremonies, coming 
and going at will without remark, and acting out, thoagh it did 
not proclaim the motto, " Shall I not take mine esse in mine 
inn ? " There was and is nothing of the Bohemian element 
about this club, but it has bad many good times and not a little 
good talking. 
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THE AUTOCKAT OF TH£ BBGAKFABT-TABLB. 8 

of artiste, authors, philanthropists, men of science, 
are, or ought to be. Societies of Mutual Admirfttton. 
A man of genius, or any kind of superiori^, is not 
debarred from admiring the same quality in another, 
Qor the other from returning his admiration. They 
may even associate together and continue to think 
highly of each other. And so of a dozen such men, 
if any one place is fortunate enough to hold so many. 
The being referred to above assumes several false 
premises. First, that men of talent necessarily hate 
each other. Secondly, that intimate knowledge or 
habitual association destroys our admiration of 
persons whom we esteemed highly at a distance. 
Thirdly, that a cirde of clever fellows, who meet 
together to dine and have a good time, have signed 
a constitutional compact to glorify themselves and to 
put down him and the fraction of the human race 
not belonging to their number. Fourthly, that it is 
an outrage t^t he is not asked to join them. 

Here the company laughed a good deal, and the 
old gentleman who sit^ opposite said : " That 's it 1 
that 's it I " 

I continued, for I was in the talking vein. As to 
clever people's hating each other, I think a little 
extra talent does sometimes make people jealous. 
They become irritated by perpetual attempts and 
failures, and it hurts their tempers and dispositions. 
Unpretending mediocrity is good, and genius is 
glorious; but a weak flavor of genius in an essen- 
tially common person is detestable. It spoils the 
grand neutrality of a commonplace character, as the 
rinsings of an unwashed wineglass spoil a draught 
of fair wat«r. No wonder the poor fellow we spoke 
of, who always belongs to this class of slightly 
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4 THE AlJTOCBAT OF THE BSEAKFAST-TABLB. 

flarored mediocrities, ia puzzled and vexed bj thB 
strange sight of a dozen men at capacity working 
and playing together in liamumy. He and his fel- 
lows are always fighting. With them familiarity 
natorally breeds contempt. If they ever praise each 
other's bad drawings, or broken-winded novels, or 
spavined verses, nobody ever snpposed it was from 
admiration ; it was simply a contract between them- 
selves and a publisher or dealer. 

If the Mutuals have really nothing among them 
worth admiring, that alters the question. But if they 
are men with noble powers and qualities, let me teU 
yon that, next to youthful love and family aSections, 
there is no human sentiment better than that which 
unites the Societies of Mutual Admiration. And 
what would literature or art be without such associa- 
tions? Who can t«ll what we owe to the Mutual 
Admiration Society of which Shakespeare, and Ben 
Jonson, and Beaumont and Fletcher were members? 
Or to that of which Addison and Steele formed the 
centre, and which gave us the Spectator? Or to 
that where Johnson, and Goldsmith, and Burke, and 
Keynolds, and Beauclerk, and Boswell, most admir- 
ing among all admirers, met together? Was there 
any great harm in the fact that the Irvings and 
Paulding wrote in company? or any mipardonable 
cabal in the literary union of Verplanck and Bryant 
and Ssjids, and as many more as they chose to asso* 
eiate with them ? 

The poor creature does not know what he is talk- 
ing about when he abuses this noblest of institutionB. 
Let him inspect its mysteries through the knot-hole 
he has secared, but not use that orifice as a medium 
for his popgun. Such a society is the ctown of a 
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THE AnTOCIU.T OF THE BBEASFABT-TABLB. 6 

literary metropoliB ; if a town has not material for 
it, and spirit and good feeling enough to organize it, 
it is a mere caravansary, fit for a man of genius to 
lodge in, but not to live in. Foolish people hate and 
dread and envy snch an association of men of varied 
powers and influence, because it is lofty, serene, im- 
pregnable, and, by the necessity of the case, exclusive. 
Wise ones are prouder of the title M. S. M. A. than 
of all their other honors put together. 

— All generous minds have a horror of what are 
ctonmouly called " facta." They are the brute beasta 
of the intellectual domain. Who does not know 
fellows that always have an ill-conditioned fact or 
two which they lead after them into decent company 
like BO many bull-dogs, ready to let them slip at 
every ingenioiu suggestion, or convenient generalizsr 
tion, or pleasant fancy ? I allow no " facts " at this 
table. Whatl Because bread is good and whole- 
some, and necessary and nourishing, shall you thrust 
a cmmb into my windpipe while I am talking ? Do 
not these musdes of mine represent a hundred loaves 
of bread ? and is not my thought the abstract of ten 
thousand of these crumbs of truth with which you 
would choke off my speech ? 

[The above remark must be conditioned and quali- 
fied for the vulgar mind. The reader will, of course, 
understand the precise amount of seasoning which 
must be added to it before he adopts it as one of 
the axioms of his life. The speaker disclaims all 
responsibility for its abuse in incompetent hands.] 

This business of conversation is a very serious 
matter. There are men whom it weakens one to talk 
with an hour more than a day's fasting would do. 
Mark this which I am going to say, for it is as good 
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6 THE AUTOCBAT OF THE BBEAXFA8X-TABLS. 

M a workmg professional nuui's advice, and coats yoa 
nothing: It ia better to l<»e a pint of blood from 
your Teins than to hare a nerve tapped. Kobody 
measures your nervous force as it runs away, nor 
bandages your brain and marrow after the operation. 

There are men of esprit who are excessively ex- 
faauBting to some people. They are the talkers who 
have what may be called jerh/ minds. Their 
thoughts do not run in the natural order of sequence. 
They say bright things on all possible subjects, but 
their zigzags rack you to death. After a jolting half- 
hour with (me of these jerky companions, talking with 
a dull friend affords great relief. It is like taking 
the cat in your lap after holdii^ a sqniireL 

What a comfort a dull but kindly person is, to be 
sure, at times! A ground-^lass shade over a gas- 
lamp does not bring more solaee to our dazzled eyes 
than such a one to our minds. 

"Do not dull people bore you?" said one of the 
lady-boarders, — the same who sent me her autograph- 
book last week with a request for a few original 
stanzas, not remembering that " The Pactolian " pays 
me five dollars a line for every thing I write in its 
columns. 

"Madam," said I (she and the century were in 
their teens together), " all men are bores, except when 
we want them. There never was but one man whom 
I would trust with my latch-key." 

" Who might that favored person he ? " 

" Zimmermann." " 

— The men of genius that I fancy most, have 

' The " Treatiie on Solitude" ia not bo fTequently Been lying 
about on library tables &s In onr younger days. I remember 
that I alwaya reipeeted the title and let the book alone. 
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THE AUTOCBAT OF THE BBEAKFAST-TABLB. 7 

erectile heads like the cobranli-capello. You remem- 
ber wliat Uiey tell of William Finkney, tlie great 
pleader ; bow in his eloqnent paroxyems the veins of 
his neck would swell and his face flush and his eyes 
glitter, imtil he seemed on the Te^;e of apoplesty. 
The hydiaalie arrangements for supplying the brain 
with blood axe only second in importance to its own 
organization. The bulbous-headed fellows who steam 
well when they are at work are the men that draw 
big aadienoes and give us marrowy books and pic- 
tures. It is a good sign to have one's feet grow cold 
when he is writing. A great writer and e^ieaker 
once told me that he often wrote with his feet in hot 
water ; but for this, all his blood would have run into 
his head, as the mercury sometimes withdraws into 
the ball of a thermometer. 

— You don't suppose that my remarks made at this 
table are like ho many posts^e-stamps, do you, — each 
to be only once uttered? If you do, yon are mis- 
taken. He must be a poor creature who does not 
often repeat himself. Imagine the author of Ihe ex- 
cellent piece of advice, "Know thyself," never allud- 
ing to that sentiment again during tlie course of a 
protracted existence I Why, the truths a man carries 
about with him are his tools ; and do you think a car- 
penter ia bound to use the same plane but once to 
smooth a knotty board with, or to hang up his ham- 
mer after it has driven its first nail? I shall never 
repeat a conversation, but an idea often. I shall use 
the same types when I like, but not commonly tho 
same stereotypes. A thought ia often original, though 
you have uttered it a hundred times. It has come to 
you over a new route, by a new and express train of 
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8 THE AUTOCBAT OF THE BEEAKFABT-TABLE. 

Sometimes, bat rarelj, one may be caught making 
tbe same speecli twice over, and yet be held blame- 
less. Thus, a certiuD lecturer, after performiag in an 
inland city, where dwells a LittiratricA of note, was 
invited to meet her and others over the social teacup. 
She pleasantly referred to his many wanderings in hiB 
new occBpation. "Yes," he replied, "I am like the 
Huma,' the bird that never lights, being always in the 
cars, as he is always <hi the wing," — Years elapsed. 
The lecturer visited the same place once more for the 
same purpose. Another social cup after the lecture, 
and a second meeting with the distinguished lady. 
"You are constantly going from place to place," she 
said. — " Yes," he answered, " I am like the Huma," 
— and finished ihe sentence as before. 

What horrors, when it flashed over him that he had 
made this fine speech, word for word, twice over I 
Yet it was not tme, as the lady might perhaps have 
&irly inferred, that he had embellished his conversa- 
tion with the Huma daily during that whole interval of 
yean. On the contrary, he had never once thought of 
the odious fowl until the recurrence of precisely the 
same circumstances brought up precisely the same 
idea. He ought to have been proud of the accuracy 
of his mental adjustments. Given certain foctors, and 
a sound brain should always evolve the same fixed 
product with the certainty of Babbage's calculating 



* It waa an agreeable locident of two consecntive visits to 
Hartford, Conn., tliat I met there the late Mrs. Sigonme}'. The 
Becoud meeting recalled the first, and irith it the ftUtuion to the 
Huma, which bird \t the subject of a short poem by another 
New England authoreu, which may be found in Mr. Griawold's 
ooUeotion. 
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THE AUTOCBAT OF THE BRE^AEFAST-TABLB. 9 

— What a Batixe, by the way, is that nuichine on 
the mere matheniaticiui ! A FrankeoBtein-monster, a 
thing without braine and without heart, too stupid to 
make a blunder ; which turns out results like a com- 
sheller, and nerer grows any wiser or better, tJiongh it 
grind a thousand bushels of them I 

I have an immense respect for a man of talents plus 
" the mathematics." But the calculating power idone 
should seem to be the least human of qualities, and to 
have the smallest amount of reason in it ; since a 
machine can be made to do the work of three or four 
calculators, and better than any one of them. Some- 
times I have been troubled that I had not a deeper in- 
tuitiTe apprehension of the relations of numbers. But 
the triumph of the ciphering hand-oigan has consoled 
me. I always fancy I can hear the wheels clicking in 
a calculator's brain. The power of dealing with num< 
bers 13 a kind of " detached lever " arrangement, which 
may be put into a mighty poor watch. I snppoae it is 
about aa common as the power of moving the ears vol- 
untarily, which ia a moderately rare endowment. 

— Little localized powers, and little narrow streaks 
of specialized knowledge, are things men are very apt 
to be conceited about. Natiwe is very wise ; but for 
this encouraging principle how many small talents 
and little accomplishments would be neglected ! TaJk 
about conceit as much as you like, it is to human 
character what salt is to the ocean ; it keeps it sweet, 
snd renders it endurable. Say rather it is like the 
natural unguent of the sear-fowl's plumage, which ena- 
bles him to shed the rain that falls on him and the 
wave in which he dips. When one has had all his 
conceit taken out of him, when be has lost all his illu- 

' sione, his feathers will soon eoi^ through, and he will 
fly no more. 
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"So yoQ admire conoeited people, do you?" said 
the young lady who has come to the city to be finished 
off for — the duties of life. 

I am afmd yon do not study It^c at your school, 
my dear. It does not follow that I wish to be pickled 
in brine because I like a salt-water plimge at Nfdumt. 
I say that conceit is just as natural a thing to human 
minds as a centre is to a cirde. But little-minded 
people's thoughts more in such small circles that five 
minutes' conversation gives you an arc long enough to 
determine their whole curve. An arc in tiie move- 
ment of a large intellect does not sensibly differ from 
a straight line. Even if it have the third vowel as 
its centre, it does not soon betray it. The highest 
thought, that is, ia the most seemingly impersonal j it 
does not obviously imply any individual centre. 

Audatuous self-esteem, with good ground for it, is 
always imposing. What resplendent beanly that 
must have been which could have authorized Phryne 
to " peel " in the way she did I What fine speec^ieB 
are those two : " Non omnia tnoriar," and " I have 
taken all knowledge to be my province " 1 Even in 
common people, conceit has the virtue of ma.lHng them 
cheerful ; the man who thinks his wife, his baby, his 
house, his horse, his dog, and himself severally une- 
qualled, is almost sure to be a good-humored person, 
though liable to be tedious at times. 

— What are the great faults of conversation? 
Want of ideas, want of words, want of manners, are 
the principal ones, I suppose you think. I don't 
doubt it, but I will tell you what I have found spoil 
more good talks than anything else ; — long argu- 
ments on special points between people who differ on 
the fundamental principles upon which these points 
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depend. No men can have sadafactory relations with 
each other until they have agreed on certain tdtimata 
of belief not to be disturbed in ordinary eonversation, 
and unless they have sense enough to trace the second- 
aiy questions depending upon these ultimate beliefs to 
their source. In short, just as a written constitution 
ia essential to the best social order, so a code of final- 
ities is a necessary condition of profitable talk between 
two persfms. Talking is like playing on tlw harp; 
tliere is as much in laying the hand on the strings to 
stop their vibrations as in twanging them to bring out 
tiieir music 

— Do you mean to say the pan-question is not 
dearly settied in your minds ? Let me lay down the 
law upon the subject. Life and langui^ are alike 
sacred. Homicide and verhidde — that is, violent 
treatment of a word with fatal results to its legitimate 
meaning, which is its life — are alike forbidden. 
Manslaughter, which is the meaning of the one, is the 
same as man's laughter, which is the end of the other. 
A pun is primd facie an insult to the person you are 
talking with. It implies utter indifference to or sub- 
lime contempt for his remarks, no matter how serious. 
I speak of total depravity, and one says all that is 
written on the subject is deep raving. I have commit- 
ted my self-respect by talking with such a person. I 
should like to conunit him, but cannot, because he is a 
nuisance. Or I speak of geological convulsions, and 
he asks me what was the cosine of Noah's ark; also, 
whether the Deluge was not a deal huger than any 
modem inundation. 

A pun does not commonly justify a blow in return. 
But if a blow were given for such cause, and death 
ensued, the jury would be judges both of the facts and 
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of the pun, and might, if the latter were of an aggra- 
vated character, return a verdict of justifiable homir 
cide. Thus, in a case lately decided before Miller, J., 
Doe presented Roe a subscription paper, and urged 
the claims of suffering humanity. Roe replied by 
asking, When charity was like a top ? It was in evi- 
dence that Doe preserved a dignified silence. Roe 
then siud, "When it b^ins to hum." Doe then — 
and not till then — struck Roe, and his head happen- 
ing to hit a bound volume of the Monthly Bag-Bag 
and Stolen Miscellany, intense mortification ensued, 
with a &tal result. The chief laid down his notions 
of the law to his brother justices, who unanimously 
replied, "Jest so." The cldef rejoined, that no man 
should jest so without being punished for it, and 
chained for the prisoner, who was acquitted, and the 
pnn ordered to be burned by the sheriff. The bomid 
volume was forfeited as a deodand, but not claimed. 

People that make puna are like wanton boys that 
put coppers on the railroad tracks. They amuse 
themselves and other children, but their little trick 
may upset a freight train of conversation for the sake 
of a battered witticism. 

I will thank you, B. F., to bring down two books, 
of which I will mark the places on this slip of paper. 
(While he is gone, I may say that this boy, our laud- 
lady's youngest, is called Benjamin Feankun, after 
the celebrated philosopher of that name. A highly 
merited compliment.) 

I wished to refer to two enunent authorities. Ifow 
be so good as to listen. The great moralist says : "To 
trifle with the vocabulary which is the vehicle of so- 
cial intercourse is to tamper with the currency of 
human intelligence. He who would violate the sano 
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titiee of hid mother tongue would invade the recesses 
of the paternal till without remorse, and repeat the 
banquet of Saturn without an indigestion." 

And, once more, Hoten to the historian. "The Pu- 
ritans hat«d puns. The Bishops were notoriously ad> 
dieted to them. The Liords Temporal carried them 
to the verge of license. Majesty itself must have its 
Royi^ quibble. ' Ye be burly, my Lord of Burleigh,' 
8ud Queen ElizabetJi, ' bat ye shaU make less atir in 
our realm than my Lord of Leicester.' The gravest 
wisdom and the highest breeding lent their sanction 
to the practice. Lord Bacon playfully declared him- 
self a descendant of 'Og, the King of Bashan. Sir 
Philip Sidney, with his last breath, reproached the 
soldier who brought him water, for wasting a casque 
full upon a dying man. A courtier, who saw Othello 
performed at the Globe Theatre, remarked, that the 
blackamoor was a brute, and not a man. ' Thou hast 
reason,' replied a great Lord, ' according to Plato his 
saying ; for this he a two-legged animal with feath- 
ers.' The fatal habit became oniverBal. The lan- 
gu^;e was corrupted. The infection spread to the 
national conscience. Political double-dealings natu- 
rally grew out of verbal double meanings. The teeth 
of tbe new dragon were sown by the Cadmus who in- 
troduced the alphabet of equivocation. What was 
levity in the time of the Tudors grew to regicide and 
revolution in the ^e of the Stuarts." 

Who was that boarder that just whimpered some- 
thing about the Macaulay-flowers of literature ? — 
There was a dead silence. — I said calmly, I sball 
henceforth consider any interruptioQ by a pun as a 
hint to change my boarding-house. Do not plead my 
example. If / have used any such, it has been only 
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88 a Spartan father would ahow up a drunken helot 
We have done with them. 

— If a lo^cal mind ever found out anything vith 
ite logic 7 — 1 should say that its most frequent work 
wafl to btdld a pons OBinotum over chasms which 
shrewd people can bestride without such a structure. 
You can hire logic, in the shape of a lawyer, to prove 
anything that you want to prove. You can buy trea- 
tises to show that Napoleon never lived, and that no 
battle of Bunker-hill was ever fought The great 
minds are those with a wide span,* which couple 
truths related to, but far removed from, each other. 
Logicians carry the surveyor's chain over the track of 
which these are the true explorers. I value a man 
mainly for his primary relations with truth, as I nn- 
derstuid truth, — not for any secondary artifice in 
handling his ideas. Some of the sharpest men in ai^ 
gnment are notoriously unsound in judgment. I 
should not trust the counsel of a clever debater, any 
more than that of a good chess-player, father may 
of course advise wisely, but not necessarily because he 
wrangles or plays well. 

The old gentleman who sits opposite got his hand 
Up, as a pointer lifts his forefoot, at the expression, 
" his relations with truth, as I understand truth," and 
when I had done, sniffed audibly, and said I talked 
like a transoendentalist. For his part, common sense 
was good enough for him. 

Precisely so, my dear sir, I replied ; common sense, 
as you understand it. We sh have to assume a 
standard of judgment in our own minds, either of 
things or persons. A man who is willing to taka 

' There ia eoniethins like this in J. H. Kewman'g OrammaroJ 
Aiient. See Characterutiet, arranged by W. S. Lilly, p. 81. 
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anotlter'a o|miion hss to exercise his judgment in the 
choice of whom to follow, which ia often as nice a 
matter aa to judge of things for one's self. On the 
whole, I had rather judge men's minds by comparing 
their thonghts with my own, than judge of thoughts 
by knowing who utter them. I must do one or the 
other. It does not follow, of course, that I may not 
recognize another man's thoughts as broader and 
deeper than my own ; but that does not necessarily 
change my opinion, otherwise this would be at the 
mercy of every superior mind that held a different 
one. How many of our most cherished beliefs are 
like Uioae drinking-glasses of the ancient pattern, that 
serve us well so long as we keep them in our hand, 
but spiU all if we attempt to set them down I I liave 
Bometimee compared Gonversation to the Italian game 
of mora, in which one player lifts his hand with so 
many fingers extended, and the other gives the num- 
ber if he can. I show my thought, anotJier his, if 
they agree, well ; if they differ, we find the largest 
common factor, if we can, but at any rate avoid dis- 
puting about remainders and fractions, which is to 
real talk what tuning an instrument is to playing 
on it. 

— What if, instead of talking this morning, I 
should read you a copy of verses, with critical re- 
marks by the author ? Any of the company can re- 
tire that like. 

ALBUM VERSES. 

When Eve had led her lord away, 

And Cain had killed bw brother. 
The ftara and flowers, the poets lay, 

Agreed with one anoUiar 
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To chekt the cnaning tempter's ut, 

And teach the race its diitjr, 
Bj keeping on its wicked heart 

Their eyes of light and lieaatjr. 

A million aleeplesa lids, Uiey nj, 

Will be at least a warning; 
And M> the flowers would watch bjr day, 

The stars from eve to morning. 

On hill and prairie, field and lawn, 

Their dewy eyes nptoroiDg, 
The flowers still watch from reddening dawn 

Till western skies are burniog. 

AlasI each hour of daylight tells 

A tale of shune so crushing, 
That some turn white as sea-bleached shells, 

And some are always blushing. 

But when the padent stars look down 

On all their light discoTers, 
The traitor's smile, the murderer's frown, 

The lips of lying lorers, 

They try to shut their saddening eyes, 

And in the yain endeavor 
We see them twinkling in the skies, 

And so they wink forever. 

What do you think of these verses, my friends ? — 
Is that piece an impromptu ? said my landlady's 
daughter. (Aet. 19+. Tender-eyed blonde. Long 
ringlets. Cameo pin. Gold pencil-case on a chain. 
Locket. Bracelet. Album, Autograph book. Ao- 
eordeon. Beads Byron, Tapper, and Sylvanus Cobb, 
Junior, while her mother makes the puddings. Says 
" Yes ? " when you tell her anything.) — Qui est non, 
ma petite, — Yes and no, my child. Five of tie seven 
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versea were writtea ofE-haiid; the other two took a 
week, — that ia, were hanging round ihe desk in a 
ragged, forlorn, unrhymed condition as long as that. 
All poeta will tell you just such stories. Cest le 
DEBHIEB pas qui coute. Don't you know how hard it 
is for some people to get out of a room after their 
visit is reaUy over? They want to be off, and you 
want to have them off, but they don't know how to 
man^e it. One would think they had been built in 
your parlor or study, and were waiting to be launched. 
I have contrived a sort of ceremonial inclined plane 
for such visitors, which being lubricated with certain 
smooth phrases, I back them down, metaphorically 
speaking, stem-foremost, into their "native element," 
the great ocean of outdoors. Well, now, there are 
poems as hard to get rid of as these rural visitors. 
They come in glibly, use up all the serviceable 
rhymes, day, ray, betmty, duty, skies, eyes, other, 
brother, mountain, fountain, and the like ; and so 
they go on until you think it is time for the wind-up, 
and the wind-up won't come on any t«rms. So they 
lie about until you get sick of the sight of them, and 
end by thrusting some cold scrap of a final couplet 
upon them, and turning them out of doors. I suspect 
a good many "impromptus" could tell just such a 
story as the above. — Here turning to our landlady, I 
used an illustration which pleased the company much 
at the time, and has since been highly commended. 
" Madam,'* I said, " you can pour three gills and three 
quarters of honey from that pint jug, if it is full, in 
less than one minute; but, Madam, you could not 
empty that last quarter of a gill, though you were 
turned into a marble Hebe, and held the vessel upside 
down for a thousand years." 
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One gets tired to death of the old, old rhymes, such 
as you see in Uiat copy of verses, — which I don't 
mean to abuse, or to praise eiUier. I always feel as if 
I were a cobbler, putting new tojvleathers to an old 
pair of boot-soles and bodies, when I am fitting senti- 
ments to these venerable jinxes. 

truth 

warning. 

Nine tenths of the "Juvenile Poems" written 
spring out of the above musical and suggestive coinci- 
dences. 

"Yes?" said our landlady's daughter, 

I did not address the following remark to her, and 
I trust, from her limited range of reading, she will 
never see it ; I said it sof Uy to my next neighbor. 

When a young female wears a flat circular cdde- 
curl, gummed on each t«mple, — when she walks with 
a male, not arm in arm, but his arm agmnst the back 
of hers, — and when she says "Yes?" with the note 
of interrogation, you are generally safe in asking her 
what wages she gets, and who the " feller " was you 
saw her with. 

"Wbat were you whispering ? " said the daughter 
of the house, moistening her lips, as she spoke, in a 
very engaging manner. 

" I was only laying down a principle of social diag- 
nosis." 

"Yes?" 

— It is curious to see how the same wants and 
tastes find the same implements and modes of expres- 
fdon in all times and places. The yoimg ladies of Ota- 
heite, as you may see in Cook's Voyi^^, had a sort 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AUTOCEAT OF THE BBEAKFA8T-TABLE. 19 

of crmiJine arrangement fully equal in radius to the 
largest spread of our own lady-baskets. When I 
fling a Bay-State shawl over my shoulders, I am only 
taking a lesson from tlie climate which the Indian had 
teamed before me. A blanket^hawl we call it, and 
not a pliud ; and we wear it like the aborigines, and 
not like the Highlanders. 

— We are the Romans of the modem world, — the 
great assimilating people. Conflicts and conquests 
are of ooorse necessary accidents with us, as with our 
prototypes. And so we come to their style of weapon. 
Our army sword is the short, stiff, pointed gladius of 
the Romans; and the American bowie-knife is the 
same tool, modified to meet the daily wants of civil so- 
ciety. I announce at this table an axiom not to be 
found in Montesquieu or the journals of Congress : — 

The race that shortens its weapons lengthens its 
boundaries. 

Corollary. It was the Polish lance that left "Po- 
land at last with nothing of her own to bound. 

" Dropped from her nerveless gnsp the ihatiered ipear!" 

What business bad Sarmatia to be fighting for lib- 
erty with a fifteen-foot pole between her and the 
breasts of her enemies ? If she had but clutched the 
old Roman and young American weapon, and come to 
close quarters, there might have been a chance for 
her; but it would have spoiled the best passage in 
"The Pleasures of Hope." 

— Self-made men? — Well, yes. Of course every 
body likes and respects self-made men. It is a great 
deal better to be made in that way than not to be 
made at all. Are any of you younger people old 
enough to remember that Irishman's house on the 
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marsh at Cambridgeport, whiob house he built from 
drain to chimney-top with his own bauds? It took 
him a good many years to build it, and one could see 
that it was a little out of pliunb, and a Uttle wavy in 
ontline, and a little queer and uncertain in general 
aspect. A r^nlar hand could certainly have built a 
better house; but it was a very good house for a 
** self-made " carpenter's house, and people praised it, 
and said how remarkablT well &e Irishman had suc- 
ceeded. They never thonght of praising the fine 
hlocka of houses a little farther on. 

Your self-made man, whittled into shape with his 
own jack-knife, deserves more credit, if Uiat is all, 
than the regular engine-turned article, shaped by the 
most approved pattern, and French-polished by soci- 
ety and traveL But as to saying that one is every 
tray ttte equal of Uie other, that is another matter. 
The right of strict social diHcrimination of all things 
and persons, according to their merits, native or ac- 
quired, is one of the most precious republican privi- 
leges. I take the liberty to exercise it when I say 
that, other things being equal, in most relations of 
life I prefer a man of family. 

What do I mean by a man of family? — O, I'll 
give you a general idea of what I mean. Let us give 
him a first-rate fit out ; it costs us nothing. 

Four or five generations of gentlemen and gentle-- 
women ; among them a member of bis Majesty's 
Council for the Province, a Governor or so, one or 
two Doctors of Divinity, a member of Congress, not 
later than the time of long boots with tassels. 

Family portraits." The member of the Council, by 

* The fall-length pictnres hy Copley I was thinking of ore 
■nch aa may be seen in the Memorial Hall of Hairard Univep 
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Smibert. The great merchaut-imole, by Copley, fall 
length, sittiDg in his arm-chair, in a velvet cap and 
flowei«d robe, with a globe by him, to show the range 
of his commercial traoBactumB, and letters with lai^ 
r«d seals lying round, one directed coDsjncuously to 
The Honorable, etc., etc. Great-grandmother, by the 

aity, but m&ny&re to be met with in different parti of New £ng- 
Und, wmetimes in the posseeuon of tlie poor descendantt of the 
rich gentlefolks in lace ruffles and glistening BatioB, graodeei 
and grand dameB of the ante-Rev<dutioiiarj period. I remember 
one poor old gentleman who had nothing left of hia fiunily po«- 
aewion* but the full-length portraitB of his anceiton, the Cann* 
■ellor and his lady, saying, with a gleam of the pleasantry which 
had come down from the days of Mather Byles, and " Balch 
the Hatter," and Sigoumey, that he fared not bo badly after 
all, for he had a pair of eanvia-baeki every day throngh the 
whdeyear. 

The mention of these names, all of which are mere traditions 
to myself and my contemporaries, reminds me of the long suc- 
cession of wits and humorists whose companionship has been the 
delight of their generation, and who leave nothing on record by 
which they will be remembered; Yoricks who set the table in 
a roar, story-tellers who gave us scenes of life iu monologue 
better than the stilted presentments of the stage, and those al- 
ways welcome friends with social interior furnishings, whose 
smile provoked the wit of others and whose rich, musical laugh- 
ter was its abtmdant reward. Who among us in my earlier 
days ever told a story or carolled a rippling chanton so gayly , 
to easily, so charmingly as John Sullivan, whose memory is like 
the breath of a long bygone summer? Ur. Arthur Gilmao has 
left his monument in the stately structures he planned; Mr. 
James T. Fields in the pleasant volumes full of precious recol- 
lectionsj but twenty or thirty years from now old men will tell 
their boys that the Yankee story-teller died with the first, and 
that the chief of our literary reminiscents, whose ideal portrait 
gallery reached from Wordsworth to Swinburne, left us when 
the second bowed hia head and " fell on sleep.' ' no longer to de- 
light the guests whom his hospitality gathered around him with 
the pictures to which Uii lips gave life and acllon. 
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same artist ; brown satin, lace very fine, hands super- 
Utive ; grand old lady, stifSah, but impoEdog. Her 
mother, artist onknown; flat, angular, hanging 
sleeves ; parrot on fist A pair of Stuarta, viz., 1. A 
superb, full-blown, mediseyal gentleman, with a fiery 
dash of Tory blood in his veins, tempered down with 
that of a fine old rebel grandmother, and warmed up 
with the beat of old India Madeira ; hiB face is one 
flame of ruddy sunshine ; his ruffled shirt rushes out 
of his bosom with an impetuous generosity, as if it 
would drag hia heart after it ; and hia smile is good 
for twenty thousand dollara to the Hospital, besides 
ample b^uests to all relatives and dependants. 2. 
I4tdy of the same ; remarkable cap ; high waist, as in 
time of Empire ; bust d la t/bs^Mne ; wisps of curls, 
like celery-tips, at sides of forehead ; complexion clear 
and warm, like rose-cordial. As for the miniatures 
by Malbone, we don't count them in the gallery. 

Books, too, with tlie names of old college-students 
in them, — family names; — you will find them at the 
head of their respective classes in the days when stu- 
dents took rank on the catalogue from their parents' 
condition. Elzevirs, with the Latinized appellations 
of youthful progenitors, and lEc liber est meus on the 
title-page. A set of Hogarth's original plates. Pope, 
original edition, 15 volumes, London, 1717. Barrow 
on the lower shelves, in folio. Tillotson on the nj^r, 
in a Uttle dark platoon of octo-decimos. 

Some family silver ; a string of wedding and funeral 
rings ; the arms of the family curiously blazoned; the 
same in worsted, by a maiden aunt. 

If the man of family has an old place to keep 
these thiags in, furnished with claw-footed ch^rs and 
black mahf^any tables, and tall bevel-edged mirrors, 
and stately upright cabinets, bin outfit is complete. 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 28 

Ko, my friends, I go (always, other thinga being 
eqoal) for the man who inherits fmnily traditions and 
the cumulative humanitdes of at least four or fire gen- 
erations. Above all things, as a child, he should have 
tumbled about in a library. All men are afraid of 
books, who have not handled them from infancy. Do 
you suppose our dear didascaloa ' over there ever read 
J^oli Synopsis, or cfmsulted CaateUi Leiacon, while 
be was growing up to their stature 7 Not he ; but 
virtue passed tlux)ugh the hem of their parchment and 
leather garments whenever he touched them, as the 
precious drugs sweated through the bat's handle in 
the Arabian atoiy. I tell you he is at home wherever 
he smells the invigorating fragrance of Russia leather, 
Ko self-made man feels so. One may, it is true, have 
all the antecedents I have spoken of, and yet be a 
boor or a shabby fellow. One may have none of them, 
and yet be fit for councils and courts. Then let them 
change places. Our social arrangement has this great 
beauty, that its strata shift up and down as they 
change specific gravity, without being closed by lay- 
ers of prescription. But I still insist on my demo- 
cratic liberty of choice, and I go for the man with the 
gaJleiy of family portrait against tlie one with the 
twenty-five-«ent daguerreotype, unless I find out that 
the last is tlie better of the two. 

* " Our dear didaieniot '' was meant for Professor James 
Buisell Lowell, now MtDister to England. It requires the 
union of exceptional native gifts and generations of training to 
bring the " natural man " of New England to the completeness 
of Mholarly manhood, such as that which adds new tliatinction 
t« the name he bears, already remarkable for its auccessive gen- 
erations of eminent citizens. 

" Self-made " is imperfectly made, or education is a super, 
fluitjr and a fiulure. 
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— I should have felt more aervons about tiie late 
ocmiet, if I had thought the world was ripe. But it is 
very green yet, if I am not mistaken ; and besides, 
there is a great deal of coal to use up, which I cannot 
bring myself to think was made for nothing. If cer- 
ttun things, which seem to me essential to a millen- 
ninm, had come to pass, I should have been fright- 
ened ; but they have n't. Perhaps you would like to 
hear my 

LATTEB-DAY WARNINGS. 
When legislatora keep the Uw, 

When banks dispense with bolti knd locks, 
When beniet, whortle — rasp — and straw — 

Grow bigger dtnauBitrdt thrODgh the box,— 

When .he tbitt selleth honse or land 
Shows leak in roof or flaw in right, — 

When haberdashers choose tlie stand 
Whose window bath tii« broadest light, — 

When preachers tell qb all they think, 

And party leaders all they mean, — 
When what we pay for, that we drink. 

From real grape and cofiee-bean, — 

When lawyers take what they woidd give, 
And doctors give what they would take, — 

When city fathers eat to live. 
Save when they fast for conscience' sake,— 

When one that hath a horse on sale 

%all bring his merit to the proof, 
Without a lie for every nail 

That holds the iron on the hoot, — 

When in the usual plsce for rips 
Our gloves are stitched with special care, 
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And gnanSed well the wbftlebone tipa 
Where first umbrellas need repair, — 

When Cuba's weeds have quite forgot 

The power of suction to reuBt, 
And claret-bottleg liarbor not 

Snch dimples M would hold jom fist, -^ 

When pnbUahen no longer steal. 

And pay (or what fliey Mole before,— 

When the first locomotive's wheel 
Bolls through the Hoosac tunnel's hore ; ■ — 

lyi then let Cumming blaze away. 
And Miller's sainta blow op the gbbe ; 

But when 70a see that blessed day, 
Then order your ascension lobel 

The ccmipBJiy aeemed to like the verses, and I prom- 
ised them to TesA others occasiona.lly, if they had a. 
mind to hear them. Of course they would not expect 
it every morning. Neither must the reader Buppose 
that all these thingB I have leported were aaid at any 
one breakfast-lime. I have not taken the trouhle to 
date them, as Baspail, p^re, nsed to date every proof 
he sent to the printer ; hat they were scattered over 
sevenil breakfasts; and I have said a good many 
more things since, which I shall very possibly print 
some time or other, if I am u^^ to do it by judicious 
friends. 

* This hoped for, hut almost despaired of, event, occurred on 
the Sth of February, 1875. The writer oE the above lines was 
as much pleased as his fellow-citizens at the termination of an 
enterprise which gave constant occasion for the moat inveterate 
pun on record. When the other conditions referred to are as 
happily fulfilled as this has been, he will still say as Iwfore, 
that it is tlm« for the ascension garment to be ordered. 
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I finished off with reading some veraea of my friend 
the Professor, of whom you may perhaps hear more 
hy and by. The Professor read them, he told me, at 
a farewell meeting, where the youngest of our great 
historians ' met a few of his many fri^ids at their in- 
vitation. 

Yes, we knew we mnrt low him, — thoogb friendBhip may 

To blend her green leaves with the laurels of fame ; 
Thongli fondly, M parting, we call him our own, 
'T is the whu^)er of love when the bugle has blown. 

As the rider who retts with the spur on hia heel, — 
As the gnardsman who ileeps in his corselet of Steel, — 
As the archer who stands with his shaft on the string, 
He stoops trom his toil to the garland we bring. 

What pictures yet slumber nnbom in hit loom 

Till their warriors shall breathe and their beauties shall bloom, 

While the tapestry lengthens the life-glowing dyes 

That canght from our sunsets the stiUD of their skiea ! 

In tbe alcores of death, in the chamels of time. 
Where flit the gaunt spectres of passion and crime. 
There are triumphs untold, tliere are martyrs nnfiuiig, 
There are heroes yet silent to speak with his tongnel 

Let us hear the proud story which time has bequeathed 



Ijet him summon ita tyranta, and tell us their doom, 

Hioi^h he sweep the black past tike Van Tromp with bis broomi 



■ " The youngest of onr preat historians," referred to in tbe 
poem, was John Lothrop Motley. His career of authorship was 
as Buccesaful as it was noble, and his works are among the chie^ 
Dmaments of our national literature. Are Republics sUU un- 
grateful, at (rf oM? 
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The dream flashes b^i ior the west-iriiids aw&ka 
On pampas, on prairie, o'er moaDtain and lake, 
To bathe the swift bark, like a sea-girdled ihiiae, 
With incense they stole from the rose and the pine. 

So fill a bright cup with the sunlight that poshed 

When the dead summer's jewels were trampled and crashed ; 

The True Kkiqht op Learnino, — the world holds hini 

Lore bless him, Joy crown him, God speed his careerl 



I BBALLT believe some people save th^ bright 
thoughts as being too precious for conversatioii. 
What do you think an admiriug friend said the other 
day to one that waa tallring good things, — good 
enough to print ? " Why," said he, " you are wasting 
merchantable literature, a cash article, at the rate, as 
nearly as I can tell, of fifty dollars an hour." The 
talker totJt him to the window and asked him to look 
out and tell what he saw. 

"Nothing but a very dusty street," he said, *' and a 
man driving a sprinkling-machine through it." 

" Why don't you tell the man he is wasting that 
water? What would be the state of the highways of 
life, if we did not drive our thought-spriniiers 
through them with the valves open, gometimes ? 

*' Besides, there is another thing about this talking, 
which yon forget. It shapes oar thoughts for us ; — 
the waves of conversation roll them as the surf rolls 
the pebbles on the shore. Let me modify the image 
a little. I rough out my thoughts in talk as an artist 
models in day. Spoken language is so plastic, — you 
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can pat and coax, and spread and shave, and nib out, 
and fill up, and stick on so easily, when jon vork tliat 
soft material, that there is nothing like it for model- 
ling. Out of it come the shapes which you torn into 
marble or bronze in your immortal books, if you hap- 
pen to write Buoh. Or, to use another illustratioii, 
writing or printing is like shooting vith a rifle ; you 
may hit your reader's mind, or miss it ; — but talking 
is like playing at a mark with the pipe of an engine; 
if it is within reach, and you have time enough, you 
oan't help hitting it" 

The company agreed that this last illusttation was 
of superior excellence, or, in the phrase used by them, 
"Fust-rate." I acknowledged the compliment, bat 
geutly rebuked the expression. " Fust-rate," *' prime," 
" a prime article," " a superior piece of goods," " a 
handsome garment," " a gent in a flowered vest," — 
all such expressions are final. They blast the lineage 
of him or her who utters them, for generations up and 
down. There is one other phrase which will soon 
come to be deoiaive of a man's social status., if it ia 
not already ■ " That tells the whole story." It is an 
expression which vulgar and conceited people partiea- 
larly affect, and which well-meaning ones, who know 
better, catch from them. It is intended to stop all de- 
bate, like the previous question in the General Court 
Only it does u't ; simply because " that " does not usu- 
ally tell the whole, nor one half of the whole story. 

— It is an odd idea, that almost al) our people have 
had a professional education. To become a doctor a 
man must study some three years and hear a thousand 
lectures, more or less. Just how much study it takes 
to make a lawyer I cannot say, but probably not more 
than this. Now, most decent people hear one hundred 
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lectures or sermons (discourses) on theology eveiy 
year, — and tiiia, twenty, thirty, fifty years together. 
They read a great many religious books besides. The 
clei^, however, rarely hear any sermons except what 
they preach themselves. A dull preacher might be 
conceived, therefore, to lapse into a state of quasi 
heathenism, simply for want of rel^ous instruction. 
And, on the other hand, an attentive and intelligent 
hearer, listening to a succession of wise teachers, 
might become actually better educated in theology 
than any <Hte cA tliem. We are all theol<^cal stu- 
dents, and more of us qualified as doctors of divinity 
than have received degrees at any of the universities. 

It is not strange, therefore, that very good people 
should often find it diiBcuIt, if not impossible, to keep 
their attention fixed upon a sermon treating feebly a 
subject which they have thoi^ht vigorously about for 
years, and heard able men discuss scores of times. I 
have often noticed, however, that a hopelessly dull dis- 
course acta inductively, as electiiciaiis would say, in 
developing strong mental currents. I am ashamed to 
think with what accompaniments and variations and 
fiourishes I have sometimes followed the droning of a 
heavy speaker, — not willingly, — for my habit is rev- 
erential, — but as a necessary result of a slight con- 
tinuous impression on the senses and the mind, which 
kept both in action without furnishing the food they 
required to work upon. If you ever saw a crow with 
a king-bird after him, yon will get an image of a dull 
speaker and a lively listener. The bird in sable plum- 
age flaps heavily along his straightforward course, 
while the other sails round him, over him, under him, 
leaves him, comes back ^ain, tweaks out a black 
featiher, shoots away once more, never losing sight oi 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



30 THE ACTOCKAT OF THE BBEAEF AST-TABLE. 

him, aod finally reaches the crow's perch at the same 
time the crow does, having cut a perfect labyrinth of 
loops and knots and spirals while the slow fowl was 
painfully working from one end of his straight line to 
the other. 

[I think these remarks were received rather cooUy. 
A temporary boarder from the country, consisting of 
a somewhat more than middle-aged femaJe, with a 
parchment forehead and a dry little " frisette " shin- 
gling it, a sallow neck with a necklace of gold beads, 
a black dress too msty for recent grief, and contours 
in basBo-rilievo, left the table prematurely, and was 
reported to have been very vimlent about what I stud. 
So I went to my good old minister, and repeated the 
remarks, as nearly as I could remember them, to him. 
He laughed good-naturedly, and siud there was con- 
siderable truth in them. He thought he could tell 
when people's minds were wandering, by their looks. 
In the earlier years of his ministry he had sometimes 
noticed this, when he was preaching ; — very little of 
late years. Sometimes, when his colle^ue was preach- 
ing, he observed this kind of inattention ; but after all, 
it was not so very unnatural. I will say, by the way, 
that it is a rule I have long followed, to tell my worst 
thoughts to my minister, and my best thoughts to the 
young people I talk with.] 

— I want to make a literary confession now, which 
I believe nobody has made before me. Yon know 
very wdl that I write verses sometimes, because I 
have read some of them at this table. (The company 
assented, — two or three of them in a resigned sort of 
way, as I thought, as if they supposed I had an epic 
in my pocket, and were going to read half a dozen 
books or so for their benefit) — I continued. Of 
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conrae I write some lines or passages which are better 
than others ; some which, compared with the others, 
might be called reUtively excellent It is in the na- 
ture of things that I should comider these relatively 
excellent lines or passages as absolutely good. So 
much must be pardoned to humanity. Now I never 
wrote a " good " line in my life, but the moment after 
it was written it seemed a hundred years old. Very 
commonly I had a sudden conviction that I had seen 
it somewhere. Fossibly I may have sometimes un- 
consciously stolen it, but I do not remember that I 
ever once detected any historical truth in these sudden 
oonvictjons of the antiquity of my new thought or 
phrase. I have learned utterly to distrust QiBm, and 
never allow them to bully me out of a thought or line. 

This is the philosophy of it. (Here the number of 
the company was diminished by a small secession.) 
Any new formula which suddenly emerges in our con- 
sciousness has its roots in long trains of thought ; it is 
virtually old when it first makes its appearance among 
the recf^nized growths of our intellect. Any crystal- 
line group of musical words Has had a long and still 
period to form in. Here is one theory. 

But there is a larger law which perhaps compre- 
hends these &cts. It is this. The rapidity with 
which ideas grow old in our memories is in a direct 
ratio to the squares of their importance. Their ap- 
parent age runs up miraculously, lihe the value of dia- 
monds, as they increase in magnitude. A great ca- 
lamity, for instance, is as old as the trilobites an hoiu: 
after it has happened. It stains backward through 
all the leaves we have turned over in the book of life, 
before Its blot of tears or of blood is dry on the pa;ge 
we are turning. For this we seem to have lived ; it 
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was foreshadowed in dreams that we leaped out of in 
the cold sweat of terror ; in the " dissolving views " of 
dark day-visions; all omens pointed to it; all paths 
led to it. After the tossing haJf-forgetfulness of the 
first sleep tiiat follows such an event, it comes upon us 
afresh, as a surprise, at waking ; in a few moments it 
is old again, — old as eternity. 

[I wish I had not said all this then and there. I 
might have known better. The pale schoolmistress, 
in her mourning dress, was looking at me, as I noticed, 
with a wild sort of expression. All at once the blood 
dropped out of her cheeks as the mercury drops from 
a broken barometer-tube, and she melted away from 
her seat like an image of snow; a slung-shot could 
not have brought her down better. God f oi^ve me I 

After this little episode, I continued, to some few 
who remiuned balancing teaspoons on the edges of 
cups, twirling knives, or tilting upon the hind legs of 
their chairs until their heads reached the wall, where 
they left gratuitous advertiseraeuts of various popular 
cosmetics.] 

When a person is suddenly thrust into any strange, 
new position of tri^ he finds the place fits him as if 
be had been measured for it. He has committed a 
great crime, for instance, and is sent to the State 
Prison. The traditions, prescriptions, limitations, 
privileges, all the sharp conditions of his new life, 
stamp themselves upon his consciousness as the signet 
on soft wax ; — a single pressure iS enough. Let me 
strengthen the im^e a little. Did you ever happen 
to see that most soft-spoken and velvet-handed steam- 
engine at the Mint ? The smooth piston slides back- 
ward and forward as a lady might slip her delicate 
finger in and out of a ring. The engine lays one of 
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its fingers calmly, but firmly, upon a bit of metal ; it 
is a coin now, and will remember that touch, and tell 
a new race about it, when the date i^Hm it is crusted 
over with twenty centuries. So it is that a great 
Bilent-moving misery puts a new stamp on as in an 
hour or a moment, — as sharp an impression as if it 
bad taken half a lifetime to engrave it. 

It is awful to be in tlie hands of the wholesale 
profesBiooal dealers in misfortune; undertakers and 
jailers magnetize you in a moment, and you pass out 
of the individnal life you were living into the rhyth- 
mical movements of their horrible machinery. Do 
the worst thing you can, or sufEer the worst that can 
be thought of, you find yourself in a cat^ory of htk 
manity that stretches back as far as Cain, and with an 
expert at your elbow who has studied your caae all 
out beforehand, and is waiting for you with hb imple- 
ments of hemp or mahi^any. I beHeve, if a man 
were to be burned in any of our cities to-morrow for 
heresy, there would be found a master of ceremonies 
who knew just how many fagots were necessary, and 
the best way of arranging the whole mati«r.' 

* Accidents are Usble to hsppeD if no Uiorongbty trained ex- 
pert happens to be present. When Catluuine Haj's was burnt 
at Tybum, in 1T2G, the officiating artiat scorched his oini 
hands, and the whole business was awkwardly managed for 
want of practical familiaritf with the process. We hare still 
remaining a guide to direct ua in one important part of the ar- 
rangements. Biahop Hooper was burned at Gloucester, Eng- 
land, in the jeax IfiSS. A few years ago, in making certain 
excavations, the charred aCump of the stake to which he was 
bound was discovered. An account of the interesting cere- 
mony, so important in ecclesiastical history — Che argwnentum 
ad ignem, with a photograph of the half-burned stick of timber 
was sent me l>y my friend, Mr. John Bellows, of Gloucester, a 
lealoos antiquarian, widely known by his wonderful miniature 
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— So we have not von the Goodvood cnp ; au eon- 
fy-aire, we were a '* bad fifth," if not worse Uian that ; 
aitd trpng it again, and tlie third time, hae not yet 
bettered the matt«r. Now I am as patriotio as any of 
my fellow-citizens, ■ — too patriotio in fact, for I have 
got into hot water by loving too mnch of my country ; 
in short, if any man, whose fighting weight is not more 
than ^ht stone four pounds, disputes it, I am ready 
to discuss the point with him. I should have ^oried 
to see the stars and stripes in fnmt at the finish.' I 
love my country and I love horties. Stubbs's <Ad mez- 
zotint of Edipse hangs over my desk, and Herring's 
portrait of Plenipotentiary — whom I saw run at Ep- 
som—over my fireplace. Did I not elope from 
school to see Revenge, and Prospect, and Little John, 
and Peacemaker run over the race-course where now 
yon suburban village flourishes, in the year ei^teen 
hundred and ever-so>f ew ? Though I never owned a 
horse, have I not been the proprietor of six equine fe- 
males, of which one was the prettiest little " Morgin " 
that ever stepped? Listen, then, to an opinion I have 
often expressed long before this venture of oars in 
England. Horse-raefn^ b not a republican institu- 
tion; horse-trotttTig is. Only very rich persons can 
keep race-horses, and everybody knows they are kept 
mainly as gambling implements. All that matter 
about blood and speed we won't discuss; we under- 
stand all that ; useful, very, — of coarse, — great ob- 
ligations to the Godolphin " Arabian," and the rest. 
I say racing-horses are essentially gambling imple- 

French dictionary, one oF the scholorl}' printers and publishen 
who honor the calling of Aldus and the Elzevira. The stake 
was big enoagb to chnin the whole Iknch of Biahopt to as fut 
as the Alhanasian creed Btill holds them. 
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meutB, BB mvxsh aa roulette tables. Kow, I un not 
preaching at this moment ; I may read you one of my 
seimons some otlier morning ; but I maintain that 
gambling, on the great scale, is not republican. It 
belongs to two phases of society, — a cankered over- 
civilization, such as exists in rich aristooracieB, and 
the reckless life of borderers and adrentorers, or the 
semi-barbariam of a civilization resolved into its prim- 
itivB elements. Beal Bepublicanism is stem and se- 
vere ; its essence is not in forms of government, but in 
the omnipotence of public opinion which grows out (rf 
it. This public opinion cannot prevent gtunbling with 
dice or stocks, but it can and does compel it to keep 
comparatively quiet. But horse-racing is the most 
public way of gambling, and with all its immense at- 
tractions to the sense and the feelings, — to which I 
plead very susceptible, — the disguise is too thin that 
covers it, and everybody knows what it means. Its 
supporters are the Southern gentry, — fine fellows, no 
doubt, but not republicans exactly, as we understand 
the term, — a few Northern millionnaires more or less 
thoroughly millioned, who do not represent the real 
people, and the mob of sporting men, the best of 
whom are commonly idlers, and the worst very bad 
neighbors to have near one in a crowd, or to meet in 
a dark alley. In England, on the other hand, with 
its aristocratic institutions, racing is a, natural growth 
enough ; the passion for it spreads downwards through 
all classes, from the Queen to the costermonger. Lon- 
don is like a shelled com-«ob on the Derby day, and 
there is not a clerk who cotild raise the money to hire 
a saddle with an old hack under it tliat can sit down 
on his office-stool the next day without wincing. 

Now just compare the racer with the trotter for a 
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moment. The racer is incidentally uaeful, but essen' 
tially something to bet upon, as much as the thimble- 
rigger's " little joker." The trotter is essentially and 
daily nsefol, and only intsdentally a tool for sporting 
men. 

What better reaaon do you vant for the fact that 
the racer is most cultiyated and reaches his greatest 
perfection in England, and that the trotting horses of 
America beat the world ? And why should we have 
expected that the pick — if it was Hie pick — of our 
few and far-between racing stables should beat the 
pick of England and France ? Throw over the falla- 
<dous time-teat, and there was nothing to show for it 
but a natural kind of patriotic feeling, which we all 
have, with a thoroi^hly proTincial conceit, which some 
of us must plead guilty to. 

We may beat yet." As an American, I hope we 
shall. Ab a moralist and occasional sermonizer, I am 
not 80 anxious about it. Wherever the trotting horse 

' We have beaten in many races in England since this was 
written, and at last carried oS tbe bine ribbon of the tnrf at 
Epaom. But up to the present time trotting matches uid base- 
ball are distinctively American, as contrasted with running races 
and cricket, which belong, as of right, to England. The won- 
derful effects of breeding and training in a particular direc- 
tion are shown in the records of the trotting horse. In IS44 
Lady Suffolk trotted a mile in 2;26^, which was, I think, the 
fastest time to that date. In 1859 Flora Temple's time at Kal- 
amazoo — I remember Mr. Emerson surprised me once by cor- 
recting my error of a quarter of a second in mentioning it — was 
2:l9f Dexter in 1867 brought the figure down to 2:1 7f There 
is now a whole class of horses that can trot under 2:20, and in 
ISSl Maud S. distanced all previous records with 2:10}. Many 
of our best running horses go to England. Racing in distinc- 
tlon from trotting, I think, attracts Ices attention in this country 
now than in the days of American Eclipse and Henry. 
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goes, he carries in his train hrisk omnibuseB, liyely 
hakers' carts, ajid therefore hot rolls, the jolly butch- 
er's wagon, the cheerful gig, the wholeBome afternoon 
drive with wife and child, — all the forms of moral ex- 
cellence, except truth, which does not agree with any 
kind of horse-flesh. The racer brings with him gam- 
bling, cursing, swearing, drinking, and a distaste for 
mob-caps and the middle-aged virtues. 

And by &6 way, let me beg you not to call a (rot- 
tijig match a race, aad not to speak of a '* thorough- 
bred" as a " blooded " horse, unless he has been re- 
cently phlebotomized. I consent to your saying 
" blood horse," if you like. Also, if, next year, we 
send out Posterior and Posterioress, the winners of 
the great national four-mile raoe in 7:1S^, and they 
happen to get beaten, pay your bets, and behave like 
men and genUemen about it, if you know how. 

[I felt a great deal better after blowing off the ill- 
temper condensed in the above paragraph. To brag 
little, — to show well, — to crow gently, if in luck, — 
to pay np, to own op, and to shut up, if beaten, are 
the virtues of a sporting man, and I can't say that I 
think we have shown them in any great perfection of 
late.] 

— Apropos of horses. Do you know bow important 
good jockeying is to authors ? Judicious management ; 
letting the public see your "''"'^1 just enough, and 
not too much ; holdii^ him up hard when the market 
is too foil of him ; letting him out at just the right 
buying intervals ; always gently feeling his mouth ; 
never slacking and never jerking the lein ; — this is 
what I mean by jockeying. 

— When an author has a number of books out a 
cunning band will keep them all spinning, as Signor 
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Hitz does his dinner-plates ; fetching each one up, as 
it begins to " wabble," by an advertisement, a puff, or 
a qnotaticot. 

— Whenever the extracts from a Kving writer be- 
gin to mnltiply fast in the papers, irithout obvioos rea- 
son, there is a new book or a new edition coining. The 
extracts are ground-iait. 

— Literary life is full of curious phenomena. I 
don't hnow that there is anything more noticeable 
than what we may call conventional r^utaUons, 
There is a tat^t understanding in every community 
of men of letters that thej will not disturb the popu- 
lar fallacy respecting this or that electro-^ded ce- 
lebrity. There are various reasons for this forbear^ 
ance : one is old ; one is rich ; one is good-natured ; 
one is sach a favorite with the pit that it would not be 
si^e to hiss him from the manager's box. The vener- 
able augnrs of the literary or scientiBc temple may 
smile faintly when one of the tribe is mentioned ; but 
the farce is in general kept np as well as the Chinese 
comic scene of entreating and imploring a man to stay 
with you, with the implied compact between you that 
he shall by no means think of doing it. A poor 
wretch he must be who would wantonly sit down on 
one of these bandbox reputations. A Frince-Bupert's- 
drop, which is a tear of unannealed glass, lasts indefi- 
nitely, if you keep it from meddling hands; but break 
its tail off, and it explodes and resolves itself into pow- 
der. These celebrities I speak of are the Frince-Kn- 
pert's-drops of the learned and polite world. See how 
the papers treat them I What an array of pleasant 
kaleidoscopic phrases, which can be arranged in ever 
80 many charming patterns, is at their service I How 
kind the " Critical Notices " — where small author 
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sliip comes to pick up oliips of praise, fragrant, sugary 
and sappy — always are to them I Well, life would 
be nothing without papeivcredit and other fictions ; so 
let them pass current. Don't steal their chips ; don't 
puncture tlieir swimming-bladders ; don't come down 
on their pasteboard boxes ; don't break tlte ends of 
their brittle and unstable reputatioos, you fellows who 
all feel sure that your names will be household words 
a thousand years from now. 

" A thousand years is a good while," said the old 
gentleman who sits opposite, thoughtfully. 

— Where have I been for the last three or four 
days? Down at the Island,* deer-shooting. — How 
many did I bag? I brought home one buck shot. — 
The Island is where? No matter. It is the most 
splendid domain tbat any man looks upon in these 
latitudes. Blue sea around it, and running up into 
its heart, so that the little boat slumbers like a baby 
in lap, while the tall ships are stripping naked to fight 
the hurricane outside, and storm-stay-sails banging 
and fiying in ribbons. Trees, in stretehes of miles ; 
beeches, oaks, most numerous ; — many of them hung 
with moss, looking like bearded Druids ; some coiled 
in the clasp of huge, dark-stemmed grape-vines. Open 
patehes where tlie sun gets in and goes to sleep, and 
the winds come so finely sifted that they are as soft as 
swan's-down. Bocks scattered about, — Stonehenge- 
like monoliths. Fresh-wat«r lakes; one of them, 
Mary's lake, cr3rstal.clear, full of flashing pickerel 

* The beautiful island referred to is NauBhon, the largest of a 
group lying between Buzzard's Bay and the 'Vineyard Sound, 
■outh of the main land of Musachnftetts. It is the uobtest do- 
main in New England, and the present Lord of the Manor is 
worthy of Bocceeding " the GoTernor " of bleued meinoty. 
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]yiag under the lil;-pads like tigers in the jungle. 
Six pounds of ditto killed one morning for breakfast. 
Eoo/ecit. 

The divinity-student looked as if he would like to 
question my Latin. No sir, I said, — you need not 
trouble youreelf ■ There is a higher law in grammar 
not to be put down by Andrews and Stoddard. Then 
I went on. 

Such hoB|ntali^ as that island has seen there has 
not been the like of in these our New England bot- 
OTeignties. There is nothing in the shape of kindnees 
and courtesy that can make life beautiful, which has 
not found its home in that ocean-principality. It has 
welcomed all who were worthy of welcome, from the 
pale clergyman who came to breathe the sea-air with 
its medicinal salt and iodine, to the great statesman 
who turned his back on the affairs of empire, and 
smoothed *hia Olympian forehead, and flashed his 
white teeth in merriment orer the long table, where 
his wit was the keenest and his story the best. 

[I don't believe any man ever talked like that in 
tiaa world. I don't believe /talked just so ; bat the 
fact is, iu reporting one's conversation, one cannot 
help Blair-ing it up more or less, ironing out crum- 
pled paragraphs, starching limp ones, and crimping 
and plaiting a little sometimeB; it is as natural as 
prinking at the looking-glaas.] 

— How ean a man help writing poetry in snch a 
place ? Everybody does write poetry that goes there. 
In the state archives, kept in the library of the Lord 
of the Isle, are whole volumes of unpnblished verse, 
— some by well-known hands, and others quite as 
good, by t^e last people you would think of as versifi- 
ers, — m^i who could pension ofE all the genuine 
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poeta is the conntiy, and buy ten acTes of Boston 
common, if it waa for sale, wilii what they had left. 
Of oourae I had to write my little copy of verses with 
the rest ; here it is, if you will heax me read it. 
When the sun is in the weet, vessels sailing in an 
easterly direction look bright or dark to one who ob- 
serves them from the north or south, accordii^ to the 
tack they are sidling upon. Watehing them from one 
of the windows of the great mansion, I saw these per- 
petual changes, and moralized thus : — 

SUN AND SHADOW. 

As I look from the isle, o'er iu billow* of green, 

To the billowB of foam-created blae, 
Tod hark, that afv io the dist&nce ia seen, 

Half dreaming, m;' ejes will purene : 
Now dark in tlu shadow, ihe scatters the epnj 

As the chaff Id the stroke of the flail; 
Now white as the sea-gull, she flies on her wajr. 

The son gleamiDg br^ht on her sail. 

Yet tier pilot is thinking of dangers to shun, ^- 

Of breakers that whiten and roar; 
How little he cores, if In shadow or sun 

They see him that gaze from the shore 1 
He looks to the beacon that looms from the reef, 

To the rock that is under his lee. 
As he drifts on the blast, like a wind-wafted leaf, 

O'er the gulfs of the deaolst« sea. 

Thus drifting afar to the dim-vaulted caves 

Where life and its ventures are laid. 
The dreamers who gaze while we battle the waves 

May see us in sunshine or shade ; 
Yet true to our course, though our shadow grow dai^ 

We'll trim our broad sail as before , 
And stand by the rudder that governs the bark. 

Nor ask how we look from the shore I 
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— Ineanity is often the logic of an accurate mind 
overtasked. Good mental machinery ought to break 
its own wheels and levers, if anything is thrust among 
them suddenly which tends to stop them or reverse 
their motion. A weak mind does not accumulate 
force enough to hurt itself; stupidity often saves a 
man from going mad. We frequently see persons in 
insane hospitals, sent fliere in consequence of what are 
called religious mental disturbances. I confess that 
I think better of them than of many who hold the 
same notions, and keep their wits and appear to enjoy 
life very well, outside of the asylums. Any decent 
person ought to go mad, if he really holds such or 
such opinions. It is very much to his discredit in 
every prant of view, if he does not What is the use 
of my saying what some of these opinions are ? Pei^ 
haps more than one of you hold such as I should think 
ought to send you straight over to Somerville, if you 
have any logic in your heads or any human feeling in 
your hearts. Anything that is brutal, cruel, heathen- 
ish, that makes life hopeless for the most of mankind 
and perhaps for entire races, — anything that assumes 
the necessily of the extormination of instincts which 
were given to be r^ulated, — no matter by what 
name you call it, — no matter whether a fakir, or a 
monk, or a deacon believes it, — if received, ought to 
produce insanity in every well-regulated mind. That 
condition becomes a normal one, under the (nrcum- 
gtances. I am very much ashamed of some people for 
retaining their reason, when tbey know perfectly well 
that if they were not the most stupid or the most self- 
ish of human beings, they would become non-campo- 
tea at once. 

[Nobody understood this but the theolc^^ieiJ sto- 
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dent and the sohoolmistrass. They looked iutelli- 
gendy at each other ; but whether they were tihinlring 
about my paradox or not, I am not clear. — It would 
be natural enough. Stranger things have happened. 
Love and Death enter boarding-houses without asking 
the price of board, or whether there is room for them. 
Alas ! these young people are poor and pallid ! Love 
8h(mld be both rich and rosy, but mus^ be either rich 
or rosy. Talk about military duty ! What is that to 
the warfare of a married maid-^f-all-work, with the 
title of mistress, and an American female constitution, 
which collapses just in the middle third of life, and 
comes oat vulcanized India-rubber, if it happen to live 
through the period when health and strength are most 
wanted?] 

— Have I ever acted in private theatricals? Often. 
I have played the part of the " Poor Gentleman," be- 
fore a great many audiences, — more, I trust, than I 
shall ever face again. I did not wear a stage-costume, 
nor a wig, nor moostaches of burnt cork, but I was 
placarded and announced as a public performer, uid 
at the proper hour I came forward with the ballet- 
dancer's smile upon my countenance, and made my 
bow and acted my part I have seen my name stuck 
up in letters so b^; that I was ashamed to show myself 
in the place by daylight. I have gone to a town 
with a sober literary essay in my pocket, and seen my- 
self everywhere announced as the most desper^« <^ 
buffbs, — one who was obliged to restrain himself in 
the full exeroiBe of his powers, from prudential consid- 
erations. I have been through as many hardships as 
Ulysses, in the pursuit of my histrionic vocation. I 
have travelled in cars until the conductors all knew 
me like a brother. I have run off the rails, and stuck 
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all night in snow-drifta, and sat behind females that 
would have the wiadov open when one could not 
wink witboat lus eyelids freeing together. Perhaps 
I shall give you some of my experiences one of these 
days ; — I will not now, for I have something else for 
you. 

Frivate theatricals, as I have figured in them in 
coontry lyceum-halls, are one thing, — and priyate 
theatricals, as they may be seen in certain ^ded and 
frescoed saloons of our metropolis, ai-e another. Yes, 
it is pleasant to see real gentlemen and ladies, who 
do not think it necessary to mouth, and rant, and 
stride, like most of our stage heroes and heroines, in 
the characters which show off their graces and talents; 
most of all to see a fresb, unrouged, unspoiled, high- 
bred young muden, with a lidie figure, and a pleasant 
Toioe, acting in those love-dramas which make us 
young again to look upon, when real youth and beauty 
will play them for as. 

— Of course I wrote the prologue I was asked to 
write. I did not see the play, though. I knew there 
was a young lady in it, and that somebody was in love 
with her, and she was in love with him, and somebody 
(an old tutor, I believe) wanted to interfere, and, 
veiy naturally, the young lady was too sharp for him. 
The play of course ends charmingly ; there is a gen- 
eral reconciliation, and all concerned form a line and 
take eaoh other's hands, as people always do after they 
have made up their quarrels, — and then the curtain 
falls, — if it does not stick, as it commonly does at 
private theatrical exhibitions, in which case a boy is 
detuled to pull it down, which he does, blushing vio- 
lently. 

Now, then, for my prologue. I am not going to 
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ctutnge 1117 cseaium and cadences for anybody ; so if 
you do not like the heroic, or iambic trimeter brachy- 
catalectic, you had better not wait to hear it. 

THIS IS IT. 

A Prologue ? Well, of coune the ladiei know ; — 
I havB my donbts. Ko matter, — here we go I 
What 18 a prologue? Let onr Tutor te&ch : 
Pro meaoB beforehand; logtu stands for speech. 
'Tis like the harper's prelude on the etrings, 
The prima donna's courtesy ere ehe sings. 

" The world 'g a stage," — as Shakspeare eaid, one day j 
The stage a world — was what he meant to say. 
The outaide world 'b a blunder, tliat is clear; 
Hie real world that Nature meant is here. 
nere every foundling finda its lost mamtua; 
• £ach rogue, repentant, melts his stern papa ; 
Misers relent, the spendthrift's debts are paid, 
The cheats are taken in the traps tbey laid ; 
One after one the troubles all are past 
Till the fifth act comes right side up at last, 
When the young couple, old folks, rogues, and all, 
Jwn hands, so happy at the curtain's fall 

— Here suffering virtue ever finds relief, 

And blaek-browed ruffians always come to grief, 

— When the lorn damsel, with a frantic speech. 
And cheeks as hueless as a brandy-peach. 

Cries, " Help, kyind Heaven I" and drops upon her knees 

On the green — baize, — beneath the (canvas) trees, — 

See to her side avenging Valor fly : — 

"Hal Villain! Drawl Now, Terrailorr, yield or dlel" 

— When the poor hero flounders in despair. 

Some dear lost uncle turns up millionaire, — 

Clanps the young scapegrace with paternal jov, 

Soha on his neck, "My boy I Mt bot!! MY'BOY!!!" 

Ours, then, sweet friends, the real world to-night 
Of lore thst conquers in disaster's spite. 
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Ladies, attend I While woful cares and doubt 
Wrong the soft puaion in the irorld withont, 
Though fortune scowl, though prudence iaterferet 
One thing it certain: Love will triumph here! 

Lorde of creation, whom your ladies role, — 

The world's great maBters, when you're out of school, -• 

Learn the brief moral of our erening's play: 

Man has his will, — but woman has her way I 

While man's dull spirit toils in smoke and fire, 

Woman's swift instioct threads the electric wire,— 

Tlie m^c bracelet stretched beneath the waves 

Beats the black giant witli his score of slaves. 

All earthly powers confess your sovereign art 

But ibat one rebel, — woman's wilful heart, 

All foes you master; but a woman's wit 

Lets daylight through you ere you know you're hit. 

So, just to picture what her art can do. 

Hear an old story made as good as new. 

Bndolph, profejssor of the headsman's trade. 

Alike was famous for bis arm and blade. 

One day a prisoner Justice had lo kill 

Knelt at the block to test the artist's skill. 

Bare-armed, swart-vieaged, gaunt, and shaggy-browed, 

Rudolph the headsman rose above the crowd. 

Bis falchion lightened with a sudden gleam. 

As the pike's armor flashes in the stream. 

Be sheathed his blade; he turned as if to go; 

The victim knelt, still waiting for the blow. 

" Why strikest not? Perform thy murderous act," 

The prisoner said. (His voice was slightly crncked.) 

" Friend I havt struck," the artist straight replied ; 

" Wait but one moment, and yourself decide." - 

Beheld his snufl-box, — "Now then, it you please I" 
Hie prisoner sniffed, and, with a crashing gcneeie, 
0£E his head tumbled, — bowled along the floor, — 
Bonnced down the steps; — the prisotier said nomor«! 

Worn] 
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ThoD Ukest heart« m Rndolph took the heftd ; 
We die with love, and never dre&m we 're dead I 

The prologue went off very well, B8 I hear. No al- 
teratioDB were BO^estod by the lady to vhom it waa 
Bent, so far KB I know. Sometimes people criticise 
the poems one sends them, and surest all sorts of 
improvements.' Who was that silly body that wanted 
Bums to alter " Scots wha hae," so as to lengthen the 
last line, thus ? — 

" Edaard! " Ch^ni and slavery. 

Here is a little poem I sent a short time since to ft 
(xnnmittee for a certain celebration. I understood 
that it was to be a festive and convivial occasion, and 
ordered myself accordingly. It seems the president 
of the day was what is called a "teetotaller." I re- 
ceived a note from him in the following words, con- 
tuning the copy subjoined, with the emendations an- 
nexed to it. 

" Dear Sir, — your poem gives good satisfaction to 
the committee. The sentiments expressed with refer- 
ence to liquor are not, however, those generally enter- 
tained by this community. I have therefore consulted 
the clei^yman of this place, who has made some slight 
changes, which he thinks will remove all objections, 
and keep the valuable portions of the poem. Please 
to inform me of your charge for said poem. Our 
means are limited, eto., etc., etc. 

" Yours with respect" 

* I remember being asked bj' a celebrated man of letters to 
let him look Ofer an earlj, but Bomewhat elaborate poem of 
mine. He read the manuscript and nuggested the change of 
one word, which I adopted In deference to his opinion. The 
emendation was anything but an improvement, and in later 
editions the paiiage reads as when first written. 
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Here it in, — with the alight alterations.' 
CcBM I fill a fi«ali bumper, — for yrhj should m go 

WUle the Beatar ilill i«ddeiu our capa a* tbejr flow! 
Pour out die w eh jnice t ctill bright with tlie mii 
I^ o'er the brimmed cirital the wbi e e ahBlt ran. 



■a thmr life-dewi have bled; 

It ia the bresdi of th 
Tuik prriKnv 
For numner'B laat rea e i lie hid in the irwci 

■takblt-boTi gzDokfiig loDf-nlaoL 

^wt were garnered b]r maidomw fc el Mi^ edthwughth e T i 



Tlien a intiilt, and a gbss, and a 

■OTchDlue and whtikAj, m 



For atl the gead w ine, and T re' v e 
In cellar. In pantrj', in attic, in I 



linag livo the gay B Grr a jt t hat laugh i fo r m all ' I 

The company s^d I had been shabbily treated, and 
advised me to chai^ the committee double, — which 
I did. Bat as I never got my pay, I don't know that 
it made mach difference. I am a very particular 

* I recollect a British criticism of the poem " irith the slight 
alterations," in which the writer was quite indignant at the 
Ifeatment my convivial song had received. No committee, he 
thought, would dare to treat a Scotch author in that way. I 
Eould not help being reminded of Sydney Smith, and the surgi- 
cal operation he proposed, in order to get a pleasantry into the 
head of a North Briton. 
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person about h&Ting all I write printed as I write it. 
I require to see a proof, a revise, a re-revise, aod a 
double re-revise, or fourth-proof rectified impnsnoo 
of all my productions, especially verae. A miaptiat 
Idlla a sencdtiTe autlior. An intentimial change of his 
text mnrdere him. Xo wonder so Biaay poets die 
young 1 

I hare nothing more to report at this time, except 
two pieces of advice I gave to the young women at 
table. One relates to a vulgarism of language, 
which I grieve to say is sometimes heard even from 
female lipa. The other is of more serious purport, 
and applies to such as contemplate a change of condi- 
tion, — matrimony, in (act. 

■ — The woman who '* calo'latea " is lost 
— Put not your trust in money, but put yoor 
money in trust. 



m. 

[The "Atlantic" obeys the moon, and its Luwi- 
TBR8ABT has come round again, I have gathered up 
some hasty notes of my remarks made since the last 
high tides, which I respectfully submit Please to 
remember this is talk; jnst as easy and jost as for- 
mal as I choose to OLake it] 

— I never saw an author in my life — saving, per- 
haps, one — that did not purr as audibly as a full- 
grown domestic eat (^Fdis Catua, Lnm.) on having 
hia fur smoothed in the right way by a skilful hand. 

But let me give you a caution. Be very careful 
how you tell an author he is droll. Ten to one he will 
hate you ; and if he does, be sure he can do yon a 
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miscluef, and very probably wilL Say you cried ova 
his romance or his vereea, and he will love you and 
Bend you a copy. You cau lau^ over that aa much 
as you like, — in private. 

— Wonder why authors and actors are ashamed of 
being fanny ? — Why, there are obvious reasons, and 
deep philoBopbical ones. The clown knows very well 
that the women are not in love with him, but with 
Hamlet, the fellow in the black cloak and plumed hat. 
Passion never laughs. The wit knows that his place 
is at the tail of a procession. 

If you want the deep underlying reascm, I must 
take more time to tell it. There is a perfect con* . 
KiouBneas in every form of wit, — using that term in 
its general sense, — that its essence consists in a par- 
tial and incomplete view of whatever it touches. It 
throws a single ray, separated from the rest, — red, 
yellow, blue, or any intermediate shade, — upon an 
object ; never white light ; that is the province of wis- 
dom. We get beautiful effects from wit, — all the 
prisniatic colors, — but never the object as it is in fair 
daylight. A pun, which is a kind of wit, is a differ- 
ent and much shallower trick in mental optics j throw- 
ing the shadows at two objects so that one overlies 
the other. Poetry uses the rainbow tints for special 
effects, but always keeps its essential object in the 
purest white light of truth. — Will you allow me to 
pursue this subject a little farther ? 

[They did n't allow me at that time, for somebody 
happened to scrape the floor with his chair just then ; 
which accidental sound, as all must have noticed, has 
the instantaneous effect that the cutting of the yellow 
hair by Iris had upon infelix Dido. It broke the 
bharm, and that breakfast was Over.] 
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— Don't flatter foonelves that friendBhip anthop 
ixes you to say disagreeable things to yonr intimates. 
On ths contnuy, the nearer yon come into rdatioa 
with a peraon, the more necessary do taot and oourtesy 
become. Exoept in cases of necessity, which are tare, 
leave your friend to learn unpleasant truths from his 
enemies ; they are ready enough to tell diem. Good- 
breeding never forgets that amour-propn is imirer- 
saL When you read the story of die Archbishop 
and Gil Bias, you may lan^^ if you will, at die poor 
old man's delusion ; but don't forget that the youth 
was the great«r fool of the two, and that his master 
served suoh a booby rightly in taming bim out of 
doors. 

— You need not get up a rebellion against what T 
say, if you find eveiything in my sayings is not ex- 
actly new. You can't possibly mistake a man who 
means to be honest for a literary pickpocket. I once 
read an introductory lecture that looked to me too 
learned for its latitude. On examination, I found all 
its erudition was taken ready-made from Disraeli. If 
I had been ill-natured, I should have shown up the 
little great man, who had once belabored me in his 
feeble way. But one can generally tell these whole- 
sale thieves easily enough, and t^y are not worth the 
trouble of putting them in the pillory. I doubt die 
entire novelty of my remarks just made on telling 
unpleasant trutiis, yet I am not conscious of any lar- 
ceny. 

Neither make too much of flaws and occasional over- 
statements. Some persons seem to think that abso- 
lute troth, in tlie form of rigidly stated propositions, 
is all that conversation admits. This is precisely as if 
a musician should insist on having nothing but perfect 
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oliords and dmple melodies, — no diminished fiftlis, 
no flat eerenths, no flourishes, on any account. Now 
it is fair to say, that, just as mueio must have all 
these, so conversation must have its partial tnithe, its 
embellished truths, its exaggerated troths. It is in its 
higher forma an artdstdo product, and admits tlie ideal 
element as much as {octures or statues. One man 
who is a little too Utenil can spoil the talk of a whole 
tablefnl of men of esprit. — "Yes," you say, "but 
who wants to hear fanciful people's nonsense ? Put 
the facts to it, and tlien see where it is!" — Certainly, 
if a man is too fond of paradox, — if he is flighty and 
empty, — if, instead of strikiiig those fifths and sev- 
entha, tiiose harmonious discords, often so much bet- 
ter than the twinned octaves, in the music of thought, 
— if, instead of striking these, he jangles the chords, 
stick a fact into him like a stiletto. But remember 
that taUdng is one of the fine arts, — the noblest, the 
most important, and the most difficult, — and tliat its 
floent harmonies may be spoiled by &b intrusion of a 
single harsh note. Therefore conversation which is 
st^gestive rather than argumentative, which lets out 
the most of each talker's results of thought, is com- 
monly the pleasantest and the most profitAble. It is 
not easy, at the best, for two persons talking together 
to make the most of each other's thoughts, there are 
BO many of them. 

[The company looked as if they wanted an explanar 
tion.] 

When John and Thomas, for instance, are talking 
t(^tlier, it is natural enough that among the six 
there should be more or less confusion and misappre- 



[Our landlady turned pale ; — no doubt she thought 
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there was a screw loose in my intelleGts, — and that 
involved the probable loss of a boarder. A severe- 
looking person, who wears a Spanish cloak and a sad 
cheek, fluted by the passions of the melodrama, whom 
I understand to be the professional rufBan of the 
neighboring theatre, alluded, witb a certain lifting of 
the brow, drawing down of the comers of the mouth, 
and somewhat rasping voce di petto, to FalstaiTs nine 
men in buckram. Everybody looked up ; I believe 
the old gentleman opposite was afraid I should seize 
the carving-knife ; at any rate, he slid it to one side, 
as it were careteasly.] 

I think, I said, I can make it plain to Benjamin 
Franklin here, that there are at least six personalities 
distinctly to be recognized as taking part in that dia- 
Ic^ne between John and Thomas. 

'I. The real John; known onlf to Ids Maker. 
2. John's ideal John ; never the real one, and. 
Three Johns.- often reiy unlike hioi. 

. Tbomag'B Meal John; never the real John, 
nor John's John, but often very nnlike eidieT. 
ft. The real Thomas, 
niree Tluimues. J 2. Tboma»'s ideal Thomas. 
(S. John's ideal Thomaa. 

Only one of tlie three Johns is taxed j only one can 
be weighed on a platform-balance ; but the other two 
are just as important in the conversation. Let us 
suppose the real John to be old, dull, and ill-looking. 
But as the Higher Powers have not conferred on men 
the gift of seeing themselves in the true light, John 
very possibly conceives himself to be youthful, witty, 
and fascinating, and talks from the point of view of 
this ideal. Thomas, again, believes him to be an art- 
txd rogue, we will say; therefore he is, so far as 
Thomas's attitude in the conversation is concerned, an 
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artful zogne, though really simple and stupid. The 
same oonditionB apply to the three Thomases. It fol- 
lows, that, until a man can be found who knows him- 
self as his Maker knows him, or who sees himself as 
others see him, there must be at least six persons en- 
gaged in every dialc^e between two. Of these, the 
least important, philoBoplucally speaking, is the one 
titAt we have called the real person. No wonder two 
disputants often get angry, when there are six of them 
talking and listening all at the same time. 

[A very unphilosophical application of the above 
remarks was made by a young fellow utswering to the 
name of John, who sits near me at table. A certain 
basket of peaches, a rare vegetable, little known b> 
boarding-houses, was on its way to me viti this unlet- 
tered Johannes. He appropriated the three that re- 
mained in the basket, remarking that there was just 
one apiece for him. I convinced him that his practi- 
cal inference was hasty and illogical, but in the mean 
time be bad eaten the peaches.] 

— The opinions of relatives as to a man's powers 
are veiy commonly of little value ; not merely because 
tkey sometimes overrate their own flesh and blood, as 
some may suppose ; on the contrary, they axe quite as 
likely to underrate those whom they have grown into 
the habit of considering like themselves. The advent 
of genius is like what florists style the breaking of a 
seedling tulip into what we may call high-caste colors, 
' — ten thousand dingy flowers, then one with the di- 
vine streak ; or, if you prefer it, like the conung up 
in old Jacob's gard^i of that most gentlemanly little 
fruit, the seckel pear, which I have sometimes seen in 
shop-windows. It is a surprise, — there is nothing to 
aecount for it. All at once we find that twice two 
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make five. Xature la food of what are called "gift- 
enterprises." This little book of life which she has 
given iato the haads of ita joint possessors is com- 
monly one of the old stoiy'-books bound over again. 
Only once in a great while there is a stately poem in 
it, or its leaves are illuminated with the glories of art, 
or they enfold a draft for untold values signed by the 
million-fold millionnaire old mother herself. But 
strangers are commonly tlie first to find the " gift " 
that came with the little bot^ 

It may be questioaed whether anything can be oon- 
scinus of ita own flavor. Whether the musk-deer, or 
the civet-cat, or even a still more eloquently silent 
animal that might be mentioned, is aware of any per- 
sonal pecoliarity, may well be doubted. No man 
knows his own voioe ; numy men do not know tbeir 
own profiles. Every one remembers Chyle's famous 
" Characterirties " article; allow for exaggerations, 
and there is a great deal in his doctrine of the self- 
unconsoiousness of genlna. It ctHnes under the great 
law just stated. This incapacity of knowing ita own 
traits is often found in the family as well as in the 
individual. So never mind what yonr cousins, broth- 
ers, usters, nndes, aunts, and tJie rest, say about that 
fine poem you have written, but send it (postage-paid) 
to the editors, if there are any, of the " Atlantic," — 
which, by the way, is not so called because it is a no- 
tion, as some dull wits wish they had said, but ace too 
late. 

— Scientific knowledge, even in the most modest 
persons, has mingled with it a something which par- 
takes of insolence. Absolute, peremptory facts are 
bullies, and those who keep company with them are 
apt to get a bullying habit of mind ; — not of manners. 
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pei4iap6 ; they may be soft and sniooth, but the smile 
they carry has a quiet asseitioa in it, such as the 
Champion of the Heavy Weights, commonly the best- 
natnred, but not the most diffident of men, wears upon 
what he vety inel^andy calls his " mug." Take the 
man, for instance, who deals in the matliematical sci- 
ences. There is no elasticity in a mathematical fact ; 
if yoa bring up against it, it never yields a hair's 
breadth ; everything must go to pieces that comes in 
collision with it. What the mathematician knows 
being abaolote, unconditional, incapable of suffering 
question, it should tend, in the nature of tliingB, to 
breed a despotic way of thinking. So of those who 
deal with the ^ilpable and often unmistakable facts 
of external nature; only in a less d^ree. Every 
probability — and most of our conmioo, working be- 
liefs are probtibilities — is provided with bufers at 
both ends, which break the force of opposite opinions 
clashing against it; but scientiiic certainty has no 
spring in it, no courtesy, no possibility of yielding. 
All this must react on the minds which handle these 
forms of truth. 

— Oh, you need not tell me that Messrs. A. and B. 
are the most gracious, unassuming people in the world, 
and yet preeminent in the ranges of science I am re- 
ferring to. I know that as well as you. But mark 
this which I am going to say once for all : If I had 
not force enough to project a principle full in the face 
of the half dozen most obvious facts which seem to 
contradict it, I would think only in single file from 
this day forward. A rash man, once visiting a certain 
noted institution at South Boston, ventured to express 
the sentiment, that man is a rational being. An old 
woman who was an attendant in the Idiot School con- 
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tradicted the statement, and appealed to the facts be- 
fore the speaker to disproTe it. The raeh man stuck 
to his hasty generalization, notwithstanding, 

[ — It is mj desire to be useful to those with whom 
I am associated iu my daily relatione. I not unfie- 
quently practise the divine art of musio in company 
with our landlady's daughter, who, as I mentioned be- 
fore, is the owner of an accordion. Having myself a 
well-marked barytone voice of more than h^ an oc- 
tave in compass, I Bometimes add my vocal powers to 
her execution of 

" Thoa, thon reign'st in this bosom," 

not, however, unless her mother or some other discreet 
female is present, to prevent misinterpretation or re- 
mark. I have also taken a good deal of interest in 
Benjamin Franklin, before referred, to, sometimes 
called B. F., or more frequently Frank, in imitation of 
that felicitous abbreviation, combining dignity and 
convenience, adopted by some of his betters. My ac- 
quaintance with tiie French language is very imperfect, 
I having never studied it anywhere but in Paris, which 
is awkward, as B. F. devotes himself to it with the 
peculiar advantage of an Alsacian teacher. The boy, 
I think, is doing well, between us, notwithstanding. 
The following is an uncorrected French exercise, 
written by this young gentleman. His mother thinks 
it very creditable to his abilities ; though, being unac- 
quainted with the French language, her judgment can- 
not be considered fiuaL 
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Le Rat drs Sai^ms 1. Le 
Ck rat 91 est an aoiinal fort uugulier. 11 a deux pattes de 
deniin sur leaquellee il msrcbe, «t deiuc pattes de devant dont 
il fait aa^e poor tenir leg joumaux. Cet animal a la peau 
noire pour le plupart, et porte un cercle blanchfttrt: autour de eoa 
cou. On le trouve tous les jours aux dita aalona, ou il demenre, 
digere, s'il y a de qnoi dans boq interieur, r(;B|)ire, toutae, eter- 
nne, dort, et ronBe quelqaefoia, ayant toujoura le aemblant de 
lire. Od ne aaiC paa a'il a QDe auire gite que <^lil. II a I'air 
d'nne bSte trbe stupide, maia il est d'une sagatit^ et d'une Tit«Bte 
extraordinaire qaand il s'agit de saisir an jouroal aouvean. On 
ne sait pas pourquoi il lit, parceqa'il ne parait paa avoir d eg 
id^B. II vocalise rarement, mws en revanche, il fait des bruits 
aasanx divers. 11 porte un craj'on dans une de sea poches pec- 
torales, avec lequel il fait des marques sur les bonis des jour- 
naux et des livres, semblable auxsuivaDs: I ! I — Balil PooliF 
n ne faut pas cependaut les prendre ponr des sigues d'intelli- 
gence. H ne vole pas, ordinairement ; il fut ivrement ntfime 
des echanges de parapluie, et jamua de chapeaa, parceqae aon 
chapeau a toujours un caractire epecifique. On ne sidt pas an 
juste ce doDt il ae nourrit. Feu Cuvier ^tait d'avis qae c'etait 
de I'odeur du cuir dee reliures; ee qu'on dit d'Stre une nourri- 
ture animale fort saine, et peu ch&re. H vit bien longlems. Enfin 
il menre, en laiasant k ses h^itiers une carte du Salon & Lecture 
oa it avait exist* pendant sa vie. On pretend qu'il revient toutes 
les nuits, apr%8 la mort, Tisiler le Salon. On pent le voir, dit 
on, k minuit, dans sa place habituelle, tenant le journal du soir, 
et aj'aot i. sa main un crayon de charbon. Le lendemain on 
trouve des caractires inconnus aur les borda du journal. Ce qui 
prouve que le spiritnalisme est vnu, et que Messieurs les Pro- 
fessenrs de Cambridge aonC des irabepilea qui ne savent riea da 
tout, du tout. 

I think this exercise, which I have not corrected, or 
allowed to lie touched in any way, is not diaereditable 
to B. F. You observe that he is acquiring a knowl- 
edge of zoology at the same time that he ia learning 
French. Fathers of families in moderate circumstances 
will find it profitable to tiieir children, and an eoonom- 
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teal mode of instruction, to set them to revising and 
amending this boy'a exercise. The passage was orig- 
inally taken from the " Histoire Naturelle des BStes 
Kuminans et Eongeurs, Bip^des et Autres," lately 
published in Paris. This was translated into English 
and published in London. It was republished at 
Great Fedlingtou, with notes and additions by the 
American editor. The notes consist of an intenx^a- 
tion-mark on page 53d, and a reference (p. 12Tth) to 
another book " edited" by the same hand. The ad- 
ditions consist of the editor's name on the title-page 
and back, with a complete and authentic list of said 
editor's honorary titles in the first of these localities. 
Our boy translated the translation back into French. 
This may be compared with the original, to be found 
on Shelf 13, Division X, of the Public Library of this 
metropolis.] 

— Some of yOn boarders ask me from time to time 
why I don't write a story, or a novel, or sometiiing of 
that kind. Instead of answering each one of you sep- 
arately, I will thank you to step np into the whole- 
sale department for a few moments, where I deal in 
answers by the piece and by tlie bale. 

That every articulately-speaking human being has 
in him stuff for one novel in three volumes duodecimo 
has long been with me a cherished belief. It haa 
been maintained, on the other hand, that many persons 
cannot write more than one novel, — that all after 
that are likely to be failures. — Life is so much more 
tremendous a thing in its heights and depths than 
any transoript of it can be, that all records of human 
experience are as so many hound herbaria to the in- 
numerable glowing, glistening, rustling, breathing, fra- 
grance-laden, poison-sucking, Ufe^ving, death-distiU- 
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mg leaves and fiowers of the forest and the pTsiries. All 
we can do with books of human experience is to make 
them alive again with Bomething borrowed from our 
own lives. We can make a book alive for us just in 
proportion to its lesemblance in essence or in form to 
our own experience. Now an author's first novel is 
natnrallj drawn, to a great extent, from his personal 
experiences ; that is, is a literal copy of nature under 
various, slight disguises. But the moment the author 
gets out of his personality, he must have the creative 
power, as well as the narrative art and the sentiment, 
in order to tell a living story ; and this is rare. 

Besides, there is great danger that a man's first life- 
story shall clean him out, so to speak, of his best 
thoughts. Most lives, though their stream is loaded 
with sand and turbid with alluvial waste, drop a few 
golden grains of wisdom as they flow along. Often- 
times a rangle cradling gets them all, and after that 
the poor man's labor is only rewarded by mud and 
worn pebbles. All which proves Hiat I, as an individ- 
ual of the hnman family, could write one novel or Btoiy 
at any rate, if I would. 

— Why don't I, then? — Well, there are several 
reasons against it. In the first place, I should tell all 
my secrets, and I maintain that verse is the proper 
medium for such revelations. Rhythm and rhyme 
and the harmonies of musical language, the play of 
fancy, ihe fire of im^inatlon, the flashes of passion, 
so hide the nakedness of a heaxt laid open, that hardly 
any confession, transfigured in the luminous halo of 
poetiy, is reproached as self-exposure. A beauty 
shows herself imder the chandeliers, protected by the 
glitter of her diamonds, with such a broad snow-drift 
of white arms and shoulders laid bare, that, were she 
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unadorned and in plain calico, she would be onendura- 
ble — in the opinion of the ladies. 

Again, I am terribly afraid I should show up all 
my friends. I should like to know if all story-telleni 
do not do this? Now I am afraid all my friends 
Would not bear showing up very well ; for they have 
an average share of the common weakness of hu- 
manity, which I am pretty certain would come out. 
Of all that have told stories among us there is. hardly 
one I can recall who has not drawn too faithfully 
some living portrait which might better have been 
spared. 

Once more, I have sometimes thoi^ht it possible I 
might be too dull to write such a story as I should 
wish to write. 

And finally, I think it very likely I shall write a 
story one of these days. Don't be surprised at any 
time, if you see me coming out with " The School- 
mistress," or "The Old Gentleman Opposite." [Our 
gcboolmistresB and our old gentleman that sits oppo- 
site had left the table before I said this.] I want my 
glory for writing the same discounted now, on the 
spot, if you please. I will write when I get ready. 
How many people live on the reputation of the repu- 
tation they might have made I 

— I saw you smiled when I spoke about the possi- 
bility of my being too dull to write a good story. I 
don't pretend to know what you meant by it, but I 
take occasion to make a remark which may hereafter 
prove of value to some among you. — When one of 
ua who has been led by native vanity or senseless flat- 
tery to think himself or herself poaseBsed of talent 
arrives at the full and final conclusion that he or she 
is really dull, it ia one of the most tranquillizing and 
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blessed convictioiia tliat can enter a mortal's minoL 
All our failures, oar shortcomings, our strangfl disap* 
pointments in the effect of our efforts are lift«d from 
our bruued ahouldon, and fall, like Christian's pack, 
at the feet of that Omnipotence which has seen fit to 
deny ua the pleasant gift of high intelligence, — with 
whidi one look may overflow xa in. some wider sphere 
of being. 

— How sweetly and honestly one Kaid to me the 
odier day, "I hate books I " A gentleman, — Bingu- 
larly free from affectations, — not learned, of course, 
but of perfect breeding, which is often so mudi better 
than learning, — by no means dull, in the sense of 
knowledge of the world and sociel^, but certainly not 
clever either in the arts or sciences, — his company is 
pleasing to all who know him. I did not recognize in 
him inferiority of literary taste half so dbtinotty as I 
did simplicity of character and fearless acknowledg- 
ment of his inaptitude for scholarship. In fact, I 
think there are a great many gentlemen and others, 
who read with a mark to keep their place, that really 
" hate books," but never had the wit to find it out, or 
the manliness to own it. [^Vtfre noue, I always read 
with a mark.] 

We get into a way of thinking as if what we call an 
" intellectual man " was, as a matter of course, made 
up of nine tenths, or thereabouts, of book-learning, and 
one tendi himself. But even if he is actually so com- 
pounded, he need not read much. Society is a strong 
solution of books. It draws the virtue out of what is 
best worth reading, as hot water draws the strength of 
tea-leaves. If I were a prince, I would hire or buy a 
private literary tea-pot, in which I would steep all the 
leaves of new books that promised welL The infusion 
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would do for me without the regetahle fibre. You nn- 
dentand me ; I would have a person whoae sole busi- 
tiesa should be to read day and night, and talk to me 
whenever I wanted him to. I know the man I would 
have : a qtuck-witted, out-spoken, incisive fellow ; 
knows history, or at any rate has a shelf full of books 
about it, which he can use handily, and the same of 
all useful arts and soiences ; knows all the common 
plots of plays and novela, and the stock company of 
characters that are continually coming on in new cos- 
tome ; can give you a criticism of an octavo in an ep- 
ititet and a wink, and you can depend on it ; cares for 
nobody except for the virtue there is in what he says i 
delig^ in taking off big wigs and professional gowns, 
and in the disembalming and unbandaging of all lit- 
erary mummies. Yet he is as tender and reverential 
to all that bears the mark of genius, — that is, of a 
new influx of truth or beauty, — as a nun over her 
missaL In short, he is one of those men that know 
everything except how to make a living. Him would 
I keep on the square next my own royal compartment 
on life's chessboard. To him I would push up another 
pawn, in the shape of a comely and wise young woman, 
whom he would of coarse take, — to wife. For all 
contingencies I would liberally provide. In a word, 
I would, in the plebeian, but expressive phrase, " put 
him through " all the material part of life ; see him 
sheltered, warmed, fed, button-mended, and all that, 
just to be able to lay on his talk when I itked, — with 
the privilege of shutting it off at will. 

A Club is the next best thing to this, strung like a 

harp, with about a dozen ringing intelligences," each 

■ The " Saturday Club," hufore referred to, Rnewered as well 

to this descriptjon w tame otheri better known to hUtory. 
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answering to some chord of the macrocoBm. They do 
well to dine together once in a while. A dinner-party 
made up of such elements is the last triumph of civil* 
ization over harbarism. Nature and art combine to 
charm the senses ; the equatorial zone of the syBtem is 
soothed by well-studied artifices ; the facidties are oS 
duty, and fall into their natural attitudes; you see 
wisdom in slippers and science in a ^ort jacket. 

The whole force of conversation depends on how 
much you can take for granted. Vulgar chess-players 
have to play their game out ; nothing short of the 
brutality of an actual checkmate satisfies their dull 
apprehensions. But look at two masters of that noble 
game ! White stands well enough, so tar as you can 
see ; but Ked says, Mate in siz moves ; — White looks, 
— nods ; — the game is over. Just so in tallrtng with 
first-rate men ; especiidly when they are good-natured 
and expansive, as they are apt to be at table. That 
blessed clairvoyance which sees into things without 
opening them, — that glorious license, which, having 
shulj the door and driven the reporter from its key- 
hole, calls upon Truth, majestic virgin I to get down 
from her pedestal and drop her academic poses, and 
take a festive garland and the vacant place on the 
medius lectus, — that carnival-shower of questions and 
replies and comments, la^e axioms bowled over the 
m^ogany like bombshells from professional mortars, 
and explosive wit dropping its trains of many-colored 
fire, imd the mischief-making rain of bourbons pelt- 
ing everybody that shows himself, — the picture of 
a truly intellectual banquet is one which the old Di- 

MathematlcB, music, art, the physical anil biological sciences, his- 
tory, philoBopby, poetry, and other bi-anchesof imagiDative liter- 
ature wera bQ represented by nkasters in their several realms. 
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vinitdeB might well have attempted to reproduce in 
their — 

— " Oh, oh, oh I " cried the young fellow whom 
they call John, — "that is from one of yonr lec- 
tures I" 

I know it, I replied, — I concede it, I confesa it, pro- 
claim it. 

" The tnH of the serpent u over them oil 1 " 

All lecturers, all professors, all schoolmasterB, have 
ruts and grooTee in their minds into vhicb their con- 
versation is perpetually eliding. Did you never, in 
riding through the woods of a still June evening, sud- 
denly feel that you had paased into a warm stratum of 
air, and in a minute or two strike the chill layer of at- 
mosphere beyond? Did you never, in cleaving the 
green waters of the Back Bay, — where the Provin- 
cial hlue-noses are in the habit of beating the " Met- 
ropolitan " boatolubs, — find yourself in a tepid streak, 
a narrow, local gulf-stream, a gratuitous warm-bath 
a little underdone, through which your glistening 
shonldere soon flashed, to bring you back to the cold 
realities of full-sea temperature ? Just so, in talking 
with any of the characters above referred to, one not 
unfrequently finds a sudden change in the style of the 
conversation. The lack-lustre eye, raylesa as a Beacon- 
Street door-plate in August, all at once fills with 
light ; the face flings itself wide open like the church- 
portals when the bride and bridegoom enter; the 
little man grows in stature before your eyes, like the 
small prisoner with luur on end, beloved yet dreaded 
of early childhood; you were talking with a dwarf 
and an imbecile, — you have a giant and a trumpet- 
tongued angel before you I — Nothing but a stieak out 
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of a fifty-dollar lecture. — - As when, at some unlooked- 
for moment, the mighty fmrntain-colmiUL Bpringg into 
the air before the astonished passer-by, — silvet-footed, 
diamond-crowned, rainbow-ecarfed, — from the bosom 
of that fair sheet, sacred to the hymns of quiet batra- 
chians at, home, and the epigrams of a less amiable and 
less elevated order of r^tiiia in other latitudes. 

— Who was that person that was so abused some 
time since for saying that in the conflict of two races 
our sympathies naturally go with the higher? No 
matter who he was. Now look at what is gmng on in 
India, — a white, superior " Caucasian " race, against 
a dark-skinned, inferior, but still " Caucasian " race, 
— and where are English and American sympatJiies ? 
We can't stop to settle all the doubtful questions ; all 
we know is, that the bmte nature is sure to come out 
moat strongly in the lower race, and it is the general 
law that the human side of humanity should treat the 
brutal side as it does the same nature in the inferior 
animals, — tame it or crush it. The India mail brings 
stories of women and children outr^ed and mur- 
dered; the royal stronghold is in the hands of the 
babe-killers. England takes down the Map of the 
World, which she bas girdled with empire, and makes 
a correction thus : Dblbi. Dele. The civilized world 
says, AnLen. 

— Do not think, because I talk to yon o( many sub- 
jects briefly, that I should not find it much lazier work 
to take each one of them and dilute it down to an 
essay. Borrow some of my old college themes and 
water my remarka to suit yourselves, as the Homeric 
heroes did with their melas oinos, — that black, sweet, 
syrupy wine which they used to alloy with three parts 
or more of the flowing stream. [Could it have been 
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melasaes, as Webster and hia proTinculs spell it, — or 
Moloasa's, as dear old smattering, diattering, would- 
be-Coll^e-FreBident, Cotton MaUier, has it in the 
" Magnalia " 7 Ponder thereon, ye small antiquaries 
who make btun-door-fowl £igld:;a of learning in " Not«s 
and Queries I " — ye Historical Societies, in cue of 
whose venerable triremes I, too, aisoend the stream of 
time, while other hands tug at the oan ! — ye Amines 
of parasitical Iit«rabu%, who pick up your gr^s of 
nativ&grown food with a bodkin, having goi^d upon 
less honest fare, until, like the great minds Croethe 
speaks of, you have " made a Golgotha " of your pages ! 
— ponder thereon I] 

—Before you go, this morning, I want to read you 
a copy of verses. You will understand by the title 
that they are written in an imaginary character. I 
don't doubt they will fit some fanuly-man well enough. 
I send it forth as "Oak Hall" projects a coat, on a 
priori grounds of conviction that it will suit some- 
body. There is no loftier illustration of faitJi than 
this. It believes that a soul has been dad in flesh ; 
that tender jmrents have fed and nurtured it ; that its 
mysterious compages or. frame-work has Bnrvived its 
myriad exposures and reached the stature of matur- 
ity ; that the Mim, now self-determining, has given in 
his adhesion to the traditionB and habits of the race in 
favor of artificial clothing ; that he will, having all the 
world to choose from, select the very locality where 
this audacious generalization has been acted upon. It 
builds a garment cut to the pattern of an Idea, and 
trusts that Nature will model a material shape to fit 
it. There is a prophecy in every seam, and its pock- 
ets are full of inspiration. — Now hear the verses. 
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THE OLD MAN DRBAUS. 

O far one hoar of ^oathfnl jojl 
(^ve back m; twentieth spring! 

I'd Tkther lan^ a bright-haired b*^ 
Than reign a gray-beard kingi 

OS with the wrinkled epolls of agel 
Awajr with learning's crown ! 

Tear out life's wisdom-writteD page, 
And daub its trophies downl 

One moment let mj life-blood stream 
From boyhood's fount of flame! 

Give me one giddy, reeling dream 
Of life all love and fame! 

— My listening angel heard the prayer, 
And calmly smiling, said, 

" If I but touuh thy silvered hair. 
Thy hasty wish hath sped. 

" But Is there nothing in thy track 
To bid thee fondly stay, 
While the swift seasons hurry back 
To Snd the wisbed-for day? " 

— Ah, truest soul of womankindl 
WitJiout thee, what were life? 

One bliss I cannot leave behind: 
I '11 take — my — precions — wife! 

— The angel took a sapphire pen 
And wrote in nwnbow dew, 

" The man woold be a boy again. 
And be a hneband too! " 

— " And is there nothing yet onsaid 
Before the change appears ? 
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Bemember, all their gifta luve fled 
Witk thoM dissolTiDg yean! " 

Wiy, yes; fot memory would recall 

My fond paterasl joys ; 
I conid not bear to leave tlkem all; 

111 lake — my — girl — and — boyal 

The nniliDg angel dropped his pen, — 

" Why this will never do; 
The man would be & boy again, 

And be a father tool " 

And so I laughed, — my laughter woks 

The household with its noise, — 
And wrote my dream, when morning brokfl 

To please the gray-haired boys. 



IV. 

[I am BO well pleased with my boarding-IionBe that 
I intend to remain there, perhaps for years. Of 
course I shall have a great many conversations to re- 
port, and they will necessarily be of different tone 
and on difFerent subjects. The talks are like the 
breakfasts, — sometimes dipped toast, and sometimes 
dry. You must take them as they come. How can 
I do what all these letters ask me to ? ' No. 1. wants 

* The lett«r« received by authn^ from nnknown correapond- 
ents form a curious and, I believe, almost unrecorded branch of 
literature. The most intereiting fact connected with these let- 
ten is this. If a writer has a distinct personality of character, 
an Intellectual flavor peculiarly his own, and his writings are 
somewhat widely spread abroad, he will meet with some, and it 
may be many, readers who are specially attracted to him by a 
certain singularly strong affinity. A writer need not be snr- 
pHsed when KHue simple-hearted creature, evidently perfectly 
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Berious and earnest thoagtt No. 2. (letter smells of 
bad cigars) must have more jokes ; wants me to tell a 
"good storey " which he has copied out for me. (I 
suppose two letters before the word "good" refer to 
some Doctor of Divinity who told the story.) No. 3. 
(in female hand) — more poetry. No. 4. wants some- 
thing that would be of use to a practical man. 
(^PmihcHcal mahn he probably pronounces it) No. 
6. (gilt-edged, sweet^cented) — "more sentiment," — 
" heart's outpourings." — 

My dear friends, one and all, I can do nothing but 
UDCere, with no poem or story in the back-ground for which he 
or Bhe wants your critical offices, meaning too frequency your 
praiie, End nothiDg else, — when this kiod soul assures him or 
her that he or she, the correspondent, loves to read the pro- 
ductions of him or her, the writer, better than those of any 
other author living or dead. There is no need of accounting 
for their iodividuftl preferences. What it a reader prefer you 
to the classics, whose words are resoanding through " the corri- 
dors of timel" Tou probablj' come much nearer to his intel- 
lectual leveL The rose is the Bweet«st growth of the garden, 
but shall not your harmless, necessary cat prefer the aroma of 
that antiquely odorous valerian, not unfamiliar to hysteric 
womanhood? "How can we stand the fine things that are said 
of us?" asked one of a bright New Englander, whom New 
York has borrowed from us. " Because we feel that they are 
true," he answered. At any rate if they are true for those who 
say them, we need not quarrel with tlieir supterlatives. 

Bat what revelations are to he read in these letters! From 
the lisp of vanity, commending itself to the attention of the 
ol^ect of its admiration, to the cry of despair, which means In- 
sanity or death, if a wise word of counsel or a helping hand 
does not stay it, what a gamut of human utterances I Each in- 
dividual writer feels as if he or she were the only one to bo 
listened to and succored, little remembering that merely to ac* 
knowledge the receipt of the letters that come by every post 
is no small part of every day's occupation to a good-natured 
and moderately popular writer. 
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report such remarks as I liappen to have made at our 
breakfaat-table. Their character will depend on many 
accidents, — a good deal on the particular persons in 
the company to whom thej were addressed. It so 
happens that those which follow were mainly in- 
tended for the divinity-student and the Bchoolmistress ; 
though others whom I need not mention saw fit to 
interfere, with more or less propriety, in the oonrerw 
sation. This is one of my privileges as a talker ; and 
of course, when I vras not talking for our whole oom- 
pany I don't expect all the readers of this periodical 
to be interested in my notes of what was stud. Still, 
I think there may be a few that will rather like tliis 
vein, — possibly prefer it to a livelier one, — serious 
young men, and young women generally, in life's 
roseate parenthesis from years of age to in- 
clusive. 

Another privilege of talking is to nusquote. — Of 
coiJFse it was n't Proserpina that actually cut the yel- 
low hair, — but Iris. (As I have since told you) it 
was the former lady's regular business, but Dido had 
used herself ungenteelly, and Madame d'Enfer stood 
firm on the point of etiquette. So the batliycolfnan 
Here, — Juno, in Latin, — sent down Iris instead. But 
I was mightily pleased to see that one of the gentle- 
men that do the heavy articles for the celebrated 
" Oceanic Miscellany " misquoted Campbell's line 
without any excuse. " Waft us home ihe message " 
of course it ought to be. Will he be duly grateful for 
the correction? J 

— The more we study the body and the mind, the 
more we find both to be governed, not by, but accord' 
ing to laws, such as we observe in the lai^er universe. 
— You think you know all about walking, — don't 
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yon, now? Well, how do you suppose yonr lowei 
limbs are held to your body ? They are sucked up by 
two cupping vessels (" cotyloid " — cup-like — cavi- 
ties), and held there as long as you live, and longer. 
At any rate, you think yoa move them backward and 
forward at such a rate as your will determines, don't 
you ? On the contrary, they swing just as any other 
pendulums swing, at a fixed rate, determined by their 
length. You can alter this by muscular power, as you 
can take hold of the pendulum of a clock and make it 
move faster or slower ; but your ordinary gait is timed 
by the same mechanism as the movements of the solar 
system. 

[My friend, the Professor, told me all this, refer- 
ring me to certain German physiologists by the name 
of Weber for proof of the facts, which, however, he 
said he had often verified. I appropriated it to my 
own use ; what can one do better than this, when one 
has a friend that tells him anything worth remember- 
ing? 

The Professor seems to think that man and the 
general powers of the universe are in partnership. 
Some coie was saying that it had cost nearly half a 
million to move the Leviathan " only so far a« they 
had got it already. — Why, — said the Professor, — 
they might have hired an eabthquake for less 
money I] 

Just as we find a mathematical rule at the bottom 

* " The Leviathan " was the name firat applied to the huge 
veaael afterwardi known as the " Great Eastern." The trouble 
which rose from its being built out of its " native element," ai 
the newEpapera call it, was like the puzzle of the Primrose 
hoDBeliold after the great family picture, with " aa many sheep 
as the puuter could put in for nothing," was finished. 
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of many of the bodily movements, just ao thought may 
be supposed b> have its regular cycles. Such or such 
a thought comes round periodically, in its turn. Acci- 
dental suggestionB, however, so far interfere with the 
regular cycles, that we may find them praotioally be- 
yond our power of rect^nition. Take all this for what 
it is worth, but at any rate you will agree that there 
are certain particular thoughts which do not come up 
once a day, nor once a -week, bat that a year would 
hardly go round without your having them pass 
through your mind. Here is one which comes up at 
intervals in this way. Some one speaks of it, and there 
is an instant and eager smile of assent in the listener 
or listeners. Yes, indeed ; they have often been struck 
by it 

All at once a conmction flashes through us that 
we have been in the some precise circumstances as at 
the present instant, once or many times before. ' 

O, dear, yea 1 — said one of the company, — every- 
body has had that feeling. 

The landlady did n't kaow anything about such no- 
tions ; it was an idee in folks' heads, she expected. 

The Bchoolmistreas said, in a hesitating sort of way, 
that she knew the feeling well, and did n't like to ex- 
perience it ; it made her think she was a ghost, some- 
times. 

The young fellow whom they call John said he knew 
all about it ; he had just lighted a cheroot the other 
day, when a tremendous conviction all at once came 
over him that he had done just that same thing ever 
BO many times before. I looked severely at him, and 
bis countenance immediately fell — on the aide to- 
ward me ; I cannot answer for the other, for he can 
wink and laugh with either half of his face without 
the other halTs knowing it. 
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— I have noticed — I went on to aay — the follow- 
iu^ circumstances connected with these sudden impres- 
sions. First, that the condition which seems to be tlie 
duplicate of a former, one is often very trivial, — one 
tliat m^ht have presented itself a hundred times. 
Secondly, that tihe impression is very evanescent, and 
that it is rarely, if ever, recalled by any voluntary ef- 
fort, at least after any time has elapsed. Thiidly, 
that there is a disinclination to record the circun- 
stances, imd a sense of incapacity to reproduce the 
state of mind in words. Fourthly, I have often felt 
that the duplicate condition had not only occurred 
once before, but that it was familiar and, as it seemed^ 
habitual. Lastly, I have had the same convictions in 
my dreams. 

How do I account for it ? — Why, there are several 
ways that I can mention, and you may take your 
choice. The first is that which the young lady hinted 
at ; — that these flashes are sudden recollections of a 
previous existence. I don't believe that; for I re- 
member a poor student I used to know told me he had 
such a conviction one day when he was blacking his 
boots, and I can't think he had ever lived in another 
world where they use Day and Martin. 

S(Hne think that Dr. Wigan's doctrine of the br^'s 
being a double organ, its hemispheres working to- 
gether like the two eyes, accounts for it. One of the 
hemispheres hangs fire, they suppose, and the small 
interval between the perceptions of the nimble and 
Hie sluggish half seems an indefinitely long period, 
and therefore the second perception appears to be the 
copy of another, ever so old. But even allowing the 
centre of perception to be double, I can see no good 
reason for supposing this indefinite lengthening of the 
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lime, nor any anal(^ that bean it oot. It seenu to 
me most likely that the coinciilence of circamstanceB 
ia very partial, but that we take this partial lesem- 
blance for identity, as we ocoasioiially do resemblanoeB 
of persons. A momentary posture of ciTcumstanoes 
is BO far like some preceding one that we aooept it as 
exactly the same, just as we accost a stranger occa- 
sionaliy, mistaking him for a friend. The apparent 
similarily may be owing perhaps, quite a« much to the 
mental state at the time, as to the outward cinmm- 
stances. 

— Here is another of tJiese curioosly recorring re- 
mfu-ks. I have said it, and heard it many times, and 
occasionally met with something like it in books, — 
somewhere in Bulwer's novels, I think, and in one of 
Hie works of Mr. Olmsted, I know. 

Memory, imagination, old aaiUments and associa- 
tions, are more readily reached through fAe sense of 
SHELL than by almost any other channel. 

Of couTBe the particular odors which act npcMi each 
person's susceptibilities differ. — O, yes I I will tell 
yon some of mine. The smell of phosphorus is one 
of tbem. During a year or two of adolescence I nsed 
to be dabbling in chemistry a good deal, and as about 
that time I had my little aspirations and passions like 
another, some of these things got mixed up with each 
other : orange-colored fumes of nitrons acid, and vis- 
ions as bright and transient ; reddening litmus-paper, 
and blushing cheeks ; — eheu ! 

" Soke occidere et redire poesunt," 

but there is no reagent that will redden the faded 

rosea of eighteen hundred and spare them I But, 

as I was saying, phosphorus fires this train of associa- 
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tions in an instaot; its Imninous vapors with their 
penetrating odor throw me into a trance ; it comes to 
me in a douhle sense " trailing clouds of glory." Only 
the confounded Vienna matches, ohne pkosphorge- 
ruch, have worn my sensibilities a little. 

Then there is the marigold. When I was of small- 
est dimensions, and wont to ride impacted between 
the knees of fond parental pair, we would sometimes 
cross the bridge to the next village-town and atop op- 
posite a low, brown, " gambrel-roofed " cottt^e. Out 
of it would come one Sally, sister of its swarthy ten- 
ant, swarthy herself, shady-lipped, sad-voiced, and, 
bending over her flower-bed, would gather a "posy," 
as she called it, for the Httle boy. Sally lies in the 
churchyard with a slab of blue slate at her head, 
lichen-crusted, and leaning a little within the last few 
years. Cottage, garden-beds, posies, grenadier-like 
rows of seedling onions, — Btateliest of vegetables, — 
all are gone, but the breath of a marigold brings them 
aU back to me. 

Perhaps the herb everlasting, the fragrant immor- 
telle (^ •ur autumn fields, has the most suggestive 
odor to me of all those that set me dreaming. I can 
hardly describe the strange thoughts and emotions 
which come to me as I inhale the aroma of its pale, 
dry, rustling flowers. A something it has of sepulchral 
spieery, as if it had been brought from the core of 
some great pyramid, where it had bun on the breast 
of a mummied Pharaoh. Something, too, of immor- 
tality in the sad, faint sweetness lingering so long in 
its lifeless petals. Yet this does not tell why it fills 
my eyes witi tears and carries me in blissful tiiought 
to the hanks of asphodel that border the River of 
Life. 
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— I should not liave talked so much about theae 
personal susceptibilitiea, if I had not a remark to 
make about them which I believe is a new one. It is 
this. There may be a physical reason for the strange 
GOQuectioD between the sense of smell and the mind. 
The olfactory nerve, — so my friend, the Professor, 
tells me, — is the only one directly connected with the 
hemispheres of the brain, the parts in which, as we 
have every reason to believe, the intellectual procesBes 
are performed. To speak more tndy, the olfactory 
" nerve " is not a nerve at all, he says, but a part of 
the brain, in intimate connection with its anterior 
lobes. Whether this anatomical arrangement is at 
the bottom of the facts I have mentioned, I will not 
de<nde, hnt it Is curious enough to be worth remem- 
bering. Contrast the sense of taste, as a source of 
su^estive impresBioos, with that of smell. Now the 
Professor assures me that you will find the nerve of 
taste has no immediate connection with the brain 
proper, but only with the prolongation of the spinal 
cord. 

[The old gentleman opposite did not pay much at- 
tentitm, I think, to this hypothesis of mine. But 
while I was speaking about the sense of smell he 
nestled about in his seat, and presentiy succeeded in 
getting out a large red bandanna handkerchief. Then 
he lurched a little to the other side, and after much 
tribulation at last extricated an ample round snuff- 
box. I looked as he opened it and felt tor the wonted 
pugiL Moist rappee, and a Tonka-bean lying therein. 
I made the miuiual sign understood of all mankind 
diat use the precious dust, and presently my brain, 
too, responded to the long unused stimulus, — O boys, 
— that were, — actual papas and possible grandpapas, 
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—some of you with crowns like billiard-ballB, — some 
in locks of sable silvered, and some of silver sabled, 
— do you remember, as you doze over this, those 
after-dinneira at the Trois Fr^ree, when tlie Scotch- 
plaided snuff-box went round, and the diy Lundy- 
Foot tickled its way along into our happy sensoria? 
Then it was that the Chambertin or the Cloa Vougeot 
came in, alumbering in its straw cradle. And one 
among you, — do yon remember how he would sit 
dreaming over his Burgundy, and tinkle his fork 
against liie sides of the babble-like glass, saying that 
he was hearing the cow-bells as he used to hear them, 
when the deep-bieathing kine came home at twilight 
from the hucklebeiry pasture, in the old home a 
thousand leagues towards the sunset ?] 

Ah me I what strains and strophes of unwritten 
verse pulsate through my soul when I open a certain 
closet in the ancient house where I was bom ! On its 
shelves used to lie bundles of Bweet-marjoram and 
pennyroyal and lavender and mint and catnip ; there 
apples were stored until their seeds should grow black, 
which happy period there were sharp little milk-teeth 
always ready to anticipate ; there peaches lay in the 
dark, thinking of the sunshine they had lost, until, 
like the hearts of saints who dream of heaven in their 
sorrow, they grew fragrant as the breath of angels. 
The odorous echo of a score of dead summers lingers 
yet in those dim recesses. 

— Do I remember Byron's line about " striking the 
electric chain " ? — To be sure I do. I sometimes 
think the less the hint that stirs the automatic mar 
ehinery of association, the more easily this moves us. 
What can be more trivial than that old story of opeit 
ing the folio Shakspeaie that used to lie in some tat- 
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cient Engli^ hall and finding the flakes of Cbristmaa 
pastry between its leaves, shut up in them perhaps a 
handled years ago? And,h>I as one looks on these 
poor relics of a bygone generation, the uniTerae changes 
in the twinkling of an eye ; old George the Second is 
back i^ain, and the elder Pitt is coming into power, 
and General Wolfe is a fine, promising young man, 
and over the Channel they are palling the Sieur Da- 
miens to pieces with wild horses, and across the Atlaa- 
iie the Tniliana are tomahawking Hirams and Joni^ 
thans and Jonases at Fort William Henry; all the 
dead people who have been in the dnst bo long — 
even to the stout-armed cook that made the pastry 
— are alive again ; the planet nowinds a hundred <^ 
its luminous coils, and the preoession of the equinoxes 
is retraced on the dial of heaven I And all this for a 
bit of pie-crust ! 

— I will thank you for that pie, — said the pro- 
voking young fellow whom I have named repeatedly- 
He looked at it for a moment, and put his hands to 
his eyes as if moved. — I was thinking, — he said in- 
distinotly — 

— How? What is 't? — said our landlady. 
- 1 was thinking — said he — who trtiB king of 
;land when this old pie was baked, — and it made 

me feel bad to think how long he must have been 
dead. 

[Our landlady is a decent body, poor, and a widow 
of course ; cela va sans dire. She told me her story 
once ; it was as if a grain of com that had been 
ground and bolted had tried to individualize itself by 
a special narrative. There was the wooing and the 
wedding, — the start in life, — the disappointment, — ■ 
the diildrett she had buried, — the struggle against 
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fate, — the dismantling of life, first of its small hoc- 
uries, and then of its comforts — the broken spirits, — ' 
the altered character of the one on whom she leaned, 
— and at last the death that came and drew the black 
curtain between her and all her earthly hopes. 

I never laughed at my landlady after she had told 
me her story, but I often cried, — not those pattering 
tears that run ofE the eaves upon our neighbors' 
grounds, the stUlicidium, of self-consf^ous sentiment, 
but those which steal noiselessly through their con- 
duits until they reach the cisterns lying romid about 
the heart ; those tears tliat we weep inwardly with un- 
changing features ; — such I did shed for her often 
when t^e imps of the boarding-house Inferno tugged 
at her soul with their red-hot pincers.] 

Young man, — I said — the pasty you speak lightly 
of is not old, bat oourtesy to those who labor to serve 
us, especially if they are of the weaker sex, is very 
oH, and yet well worth retaining. May I recommend 
to you the following caution, as a guide, whenever you 
are dealing with a woman, or an artist, or a poet, — if 
you are handling an editor or politician, it is superflu- 
ous advice. I take it from the back of one of those 
little French toys which contain pasteboard figures 
moved by a small running stream of fine sand ; Ben- 
jamin IVanklin will translate it for you : " Quoiqu'' 
die soit tris soUdement montSe, il faut ne pas BBU- 
TALiBER la machine." — I will thank you for the pie, 
if you please. 

[I took more of it than was good for me, — as much 
as 86", I should think, — and had an indigestion in 
consequence. While I was suffering from it, I wrote 
some sadly desponding poems, and a theolo^cal essay 
which took a very melancholy view of creation. When 
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I got better I labelled them all " Pie-crnat," and laid 
them by as scarecrows and solemn wamingB. I have 
a nmnber of books on my shelves which I should like 
to label with some such title ; but, as they have great 
names on their title-pi^es, — Doctors of Divinity, 
some of them, — it wotdd n't do.] 

— My friend, the Professor, whom I have men- 
tioned to you once or twice, told me yesterday that 
somebody had been abusing him in some of the iour- 
nalB of Ms calling. I told b™ that I did n't doubt he 
deserved it ; that I hoped he did deserve a Uttle abuse 
occasionally, and would for a number of years to come ; 
that Qobody could do anything to make his neighbors 
wiser or better without being liable to abuse for it ; 
especially that people hated to have their little mis- 
takes made fun of, and perhaps he had been doing 
something of the kind. — The Professor smiled. — 
Now, said I, hear what I am going to say. It will not 
take many years to bring you to the period of life 
when men, at least the majority of writing and talk- 
ing men, do nothing but praise. Men, like peaches 
and pears, grow sweet a little while before they begin 
to decay. I don't know what it is, — whether a spon- 
taneous change, mental or bodily, or whether it is 
thorough experience of the thanklessness of critical 
honesty, — but it b a fact, that most writers, except 
sour and imsuccessful ones, get tired of finding fault 
at about the time when they are beginning to grow 
old. Ab a general thing, I would not give a great 
deal for the fair words of a critic, if he is himaelf an 
author, over fifty years of age. At thirty we are all 
trying to cut our names in big letters upon the walls of 
this tenement of life ; twenty years later we have 
carved it, or shut up our jack-luuves. Then we are 
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read; to help others, and more anxioag not to hindei 
any, becanae nobody's elbows are in our way. So I 
am ghd yon hare a little life 1^; yoa wilt be sao- 
oharine enough in a few years. 

— Some of the softening effects of advaadng age 
have stnu^ me very much in what I have heard or 
seen here and elsewhere. I just now 0poke of the 
sweetening process that authors undergo. Do you 
know that in the gradual passage from maturity to 
helplesaoess tiie harshest characters eometimeB have a 
period in which they are gentle and placid as young 
children ? I have heard it said, but I cannot be sponsor 
for its truth, that the famous chieftain, Locbiel, was 
rocked in a cradle like a baby, in his old age. An 
old man, whose studies bad be^i of the severest schol' 
astie kind, used to love to hear little nuraery'^tories 
read over and over to him. One who saw the Duke 
of Wellington in lus last years describes him as vety 
gentle in hie aspect and demeanor. I remember a 
person of aingularly stem and lofty bearing who be- 
came remarkably gracious and easy in all his ways in 
the later period of his life. 

And that leads me to say that men often remind me 
of pears in their way of coming to maturity. Some 
are ripe at twenty, like human Jai^onelles, and must 
be made the most of, for their day is soon over. Some 
come into their perfect condition late, like the autumn 
kinds, and they last better than the smnmer fruit. 
And some, that, like the Winter-Nelis, hare been hard 
imd uninviting mitil all the rest have had their season, 
get their glow and perfume long after the frost and 
snow have done their worst witi the orchards. Be- 
ware of rash criticisms ; the rough and astringent fruit 
you condemn may be an autumn or a winter pear, and 
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tliat which yoa picked up beneath tlie same bough ia 
August may have been only its worm-eaten windfalla. 
MiltOQ was a Saint-Germain with a graft of tlte toae- 
ate Early-Catlterine. Kich, juicy, lively, (ngmnt, 
russet skinned old Chaucer wa« an Easter-Bemr^ ; 
the buds of a new summer were swelling when he 
ripened. 

— There is no power I envy bo mnch, — said the 
diTinity-stadent, — as that of seeing analo^es and 
making compansons. I don't nnderstand how it is 
t^t some minds are continually coupling thou^ts or 
objects that seem not in the least related to each other, 
until all at once they are put in a certain light and 
you wonder that you did not always see that they were 
as like as a pair of tvdns. It appears to me a sort of 
miracnlons gift. 

[He is a rather nice young man, and X think has 
an appreciation of the higher mental qualities re- 
markable for one of his years and tnuning. I by his 
head occasionally as housewives try bgg», — give it an 
intellectual shake and hold it up to the light, so to 
speak, to see if it has life in it, actual or potential, or 
only contains lifeless albumen.] 

You call it miraculous, — I replied, — tMsing the 
expression with my facial eminence, a little emartly, I 
fear. — Two men are walking by the polyphlcesboean 
ocean, one of them having a email tin cnp with which 
he can scoop up a gill of sesrwater when he will, and 
&e other nothing but his hands, which will hardly 
hold water at all, —and you call the tin cup a mirao- 
nloos possession I It is the ocean that is the miracle, 
my infant apostle t Nothing is clearer thui that all 
things are in all things, and that just according to 
tlte intensity and extension of our mental being we 
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shall see the man; in the one and the one in the many. 
Did Sir Isaac Uiinkwhat he was saying when he made 
fuB speech about the ooean, — the child and the peb- 
bles, you know? Did be mean to speak sli^tingly of 
a pebble ? Of a spherical solid which stood sentinel 
over its compartment of space before the stone that be* 
came the pyramids had grown solid, and has watched 
it until now I A body which knows all the currents of 
force that traverse the globe ; which holds by invisible 
threads to the ring of Saturn and the belt of Orion I 
A body from the contemplation of which an archangel 
could infer the entire inorganic universe as the sim- 
plest of corollaries I A throne of the all-pervading 
Deity, who has guided its eveiy atom since the rosary 
of heaven was strung with beaded stars I 

So, — to return to our walk by the ocean, — if all 
that poetry has dreamed, all that insanity has raved, 
all that maddening narcotics have driven through the 
brains of men, or smothered passion nursed in the 
fancies of women, — if the dreams of colleges and 
convents and boarding-schools, — if every human feel- 
ing ^at sighs, or smiles, or curses, or shrieks, or 
groans, should bring all their innumerable images, 
such as come with every hurried heart-beat, — the 
epic which held them all, though its letters filled the 
zodiac, would be but a cupful from the infinite ocean 
of similitudes and analo^es that rolls through the uni- 
verse. 

[The divinity-student honored himself by the way 
in which he received this. He did not swallow it at 
once, neither did he reject it ; but he took it as a 
pickerel takes the biut, and carried it off with him to 
his hole (in the fourth story) to deal with at his 
leisure.] 
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— Here is another remark miule for his especial 
benelit. — There is a natural tendency in many per- 
sons to run their adjectivea together in triads, as I 
hare heard them oidled, — thus: He was honorahle, 
courteous, and brave ; she was graceful, pleasing, and 
virtuous. Dr. Johnson is famous for this ; I tMnk it 
was Bulwer who said yon oould separate a paper in 
the " Kambler " into three distinct essays. Many of 
our writers show the same tendency, — my friend, the 
Professor, especially. Some think it is in humble im- 
itation of Johnson, — some that it is for tlie sake of 
the stately sound only. I don't think they get to tke 
bottom of it. It is, I suspect, an instinctive and in- 
voluntary effort of the mind to present a thou^it or 
im^e with the three dimensions which belong to every 
solid, — an unconscious handling of an idea as if it 
had length, breadth, and thickness. It is a great deal 
easier to say this than to prove it, and a great deal 
easier to dispute it than to disprove it But mind 
this: the more we observe and study, the wider we 
find tke range of the automatic and instincttye princi- 
ples in body, mind, and morals, and the narrower tlte 
limits of the self-determining conscious movement. 

—^ I have often seen piano-forte players and angers 
make such strange motions over their instruments or 
song-books that I wanted to laugh at them. *' Where 
did our friends pick up all these fine ecstatic airs 7 " I 
would say to myself. Then I would remember My 
Lady in "Marriage a la Mode," and amuse myself 
with thinking how affectation was the same thing in 
H<^;arth'8 time and in our own. But one day I bought 
me a Canary-bird and hung him up in a cage at my 
window. By-and-by he found himself at home, and 
began to pipe his little tunes ; and there he was, sure 
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enooG^, swimmmg and waving abont, wi^ all the 
droopiiigs luid liftings and langiuahing nde^umingB 
of the head that I had laughed at And now I should 
like to ask, Who taught him all thiB? — and me, 
through him, that the foolish head was not the one 
swinging itself from side to Bide and bowing and nod- 
ding over the music, but that other which was passing 
its shallow and self-satisfied judgment on a creature 
made of finw clay than the frame which carried tliat 
same head upon its shoolderB ? 

— Do you want an image of the human will or the 
Belf-detenoining principle, as compared witli its pre-ai^ 
ranged and impaaaable resbrictionB ? A drop of water, 
imprisoned in a crystal ; you may see such a one in 
any mineralogical collection. One little fluid particle 
in tiie crystalline prism of the solid universe I 

— Weaken moral obligations ? — No, not weaken 
but define them. When I preach that seimon I 
spoke of the other day, I shall have to lay down some 
principles not fully recognized in some of your text- 
books. 

I should have to begin with one most formidable 
preliminary. You saw an article the other day in one 
of tlie journals, periiaps, in which some old Doctor or 
other said quietly that patients were very apt to be 
fools and cowards. But a great many of the clergy- 
man's patients are not only fools and cowards, hut also 
liars. 

[Immense sensation at the table. — Sudden retire- 
ment of the angular female in oxydated bombazine. 
Movement of adhesion — as they say in the Chamber 
of Deputies — on tlw part of the young fellow they 
call John. Falling of the old-gentleman-opposite's 
lower jaw -^ (gravitation is beginning to get the be^ 
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ter of him.) Our landlady to Benjamin FrackliDf 
briskly, — Go to school ri^t off, there 'a a good boy I 
Stdioolmistresa curious, — takes a quick glanoe at di- 
Tinity-atudent. Divinity-studeat ali^tly flnahed ; 
draws his shoulders back a little, as if a b^ false- 
hood, — or trutli, — had hit him in the foreliead. My- 
self calm.] 

— I should not make such a speech as that, yoa 
know, without having pretty subatantiid indorsers to 
fall back upon, in case my credit should be disputed. 
Will you run up^faurs, Beojamin Franklin (for B. 
F. had not gone right oS, of course), and bring down 
a small volume from the left upper comer of the right- 
hand shelves? 

[Look at the predous little black, ribbed backed, 
clean-typed, vellum-papered 82mo. " DESlDEBn Ebas- 
Hi CoLLOQUiA. AmstelodamL Tj^is Ludovid El- 
zevirii. 1650." Various names written on title-page. 
Most conspicuous this : Oul. Cookeson, E. CoIL Omn. 
Anim. 1725. Oxon. 

— O William Cookeson, of AH^ouls College, 0& 
ford, — then writing as I now write, — now in the 
dust, where I shall lie, — is this line all that remains 
to thee of earthly remembrance? Thy name is at 
least once more spoken by living men ; — is it a pleas- 
ure to thee? liioa shalt shai^ with me my little 
draught of immortality, — its week, its month, its 
year, — whatever it may be, — and then we will go 
together into the solemn archives of Oblivion's Uncat- 
al<^ued Library I] 

— If you think I have used rather strong langu^e, 
I shall have to read something to you out of the book 
of this keen and witty scholar, — the great Erasmus, 
— who " lud the egg of the Beformation which Lu- 
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ther liatehed." Oh, you never read his Ncaifragium^ 
or " Shipwreck," did you ? Of couTae not ; for, if yoa 
had, I don't iMnk yoa would have given me credit, — 
or discredit, — for entire or^inality in that speech of 
mine. That men are cowards in the contemplation of 
futurity he illustrates by tlie extraordinary antics of 
many on board the sinking vessel ; that they are fools, 
by their praying to the sea, and making promises to 
bits of wood from the true cross, and all manner of 
similar ncmseuse ; that th^ are fools, cowiuxls, and 
liars all at once, by this story : I will put it into rough 
English for you. — "I could n't help laughing to bear 
one fellow bawling out, so that he might be sore to be 
heard, a pronuse to Saint Christopher of Paris, — the 
monstrous statue in the great church there, — that he 
would give him a wax taper as big as himself. ' Mind 
what you promise ! ' said an acquaintance who stood 
near him, poking him with his elbow ; ' you conld n't 
pay for it, if you sold all your things at auction.' 
' Hold your tongue, you donkey I ' said the fellow, — 
but sofUy, so that Saint Christopher should not hear 
him, — 'do you think I'm in earnest? If I once 
get my foot on dry ground, catch me giving him so 
much as a tallow candle ! ' " 

Now, therefore, remembering that those who have 
been loudest in their talk about the great subject of 
which we were speaking have not necessarily been 
wise, brave, and true men, but, on the contnuy, have 
very often been wanting in one or two or all of the 
qualities these words imply, I should expect to find a 
good many doctrines current in the schools which I 
should be obliged to call foolish, cowardly, and false. 

— So you would abuse other people's beliefs. Sir, 
and yet not tell ua your own creed I — said the divin- 
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ity-stud^it, coloring up with a spirit for which I liked 
him all the better. 

— I have a oreed, — I replied ; — none better, and 
none Sorter. It is told in two words, — the two first 
of the Fatomoster, And when I say these words I 
mean them. And when I compared the human will 
to a drop in a crystal, and said I meant to dejme 
moral obligations, and not weaken them, this was 
what I intended to express : that the fluent, self-deter- 
mining power of human beings is a yery strictly lim- 
ited agency in the universe. The chief planes of its 
enclosing solid are, of course, oi^anization, education, 
condition. OrganizatioQ may reduce the power of the 
will to nothing, as in some idiots ; and from this zero 
the scale mounts upwards by slight gradations. Edu- 
cation is only second to nature. Imagine all the in- 
tuits bom this year in Boston and Timbuctoo to 
change places! Condition does less, but "Give me 
neither poverty nor riches " was the prayer of Agnr, 
and with good reason. If there is any improvement 
in modem theology, it is in getting out of the region 
of pure abstractions and taking these every-day work- 
ing forces into account. The great theological ques- 
tion now heaving and throbbing in the minds <^ 
Christian men is this : — 

No, I won't talk about these things now. My re- 
marks might be repeated, and it would ^ve my 
friends pain to see with what personal incivilities I 
should be visited. Besides, what business has a mere 
boarder to be talking about such things at a breaJk- 
fast^table ? Xict him make puna. To be sure, he was 
brought up among the Christian fathers, and learned 
his alphabet out of a quarto " Concilium Tridenti- 
num." He has also heard many thousand theolt^cal 
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leohtrea by men of TitriouA denominations ; and it is 
not at all to the credit of these teachers, if he is not fit 
by this time to express an opinion on theological mat- 
ters. 

I know well enough that Hiere are some of you who 
had a great deal rather see me stand on my head than 
use it for any purpose of thought. Does not my 
friend, the Professor, receive at least two letters a 

week, requesting him to , 

— on the strength of some youthful antic of his, which, 
no doubt, authorizes the intelligent constituency of 
autograph-hunters to address him as a harlequin? 

— W^ I can't be savage with you for wanting to 
laugh, and I like to make you laugh well enou^ when 
I can. But then observe this : if the sense of the ri- 
diculous is one rade of an impressible nature, it is very 
well ; but if that is all there is in a man, he had bet- 
ter have been an ape at once, and so have stood at 
the head of his profession. Laughter and tears are 
meant to torn the wheeb of the same machinery of 
sensibility; one is wind-power, and the other water- 
power ; that is aU. I have often heaid tiie Professor 
talk about hysterics as being Nature's devetest illus- 
tration of tiie reciprocal convertibility of the two 
states of which these acts are the manifestations. Bat 
you may see it every day in children ; and if you want 
to choke with stifled tears at sight of the transition, as 
it shows itself in older years, go and see Mr. Blake 
play Jesse Sural. 

It is a very dangerous thing for a literary man to 
indulge bis love for the ridiculous. People laugh wUh 
him just so long as he amuses them ; but if he at- 
tempts to be serious, they must still have their laugh, 
and so they laugh at him. There is in addition, how^ 
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ever, a deeper reason for this Aan would at first ap- 
pear. Do you knov that jon feel a little superior to 
eveiy man who makes you laugh, whether by making 
faces or verses? Are you aware that you have a 
pleasant sense of patronizing him, when yon conde> 
scend so far as to let him torn somersets, literal or lit- 
erary, for your royal delight ? Now if a man can only 
be allowed to stand on a dais, or raised platform, and 
look down on his neighbor who is exerting his talent 
for him, oh, it is all right ! — first-rate performaooe I 
— and all the rest of the fine phrases. But if all at 
once tlie performer asks the gentleman to come upon 
the floor, and, stepping upon Uie platform, begins to 
talk down at him, — i^ tluitwasn't in the programme I 
I have never forgotten what happened when Syd- 
ney Smith — who, as eveiybody knows, was an ex 
ceedingly sensible man, and a goitlttuan, every inch 
of him — ventured to preach a sermon on the Duties 
of Boyalty. The " Quarterly," " so savage and tar- 
tarly," came down upon him in the most contempt- 
uous style, as " a joker of jokes," a " diner-out of tiie 
first water," in one of his own phrases ; sneering at 
him, insulting him, as nothing but a toady of a court, 
sneaking behind the anonymous, would ever have been 
mean enough to do to a man of his position and 
genius, or to any decent person even. — If I were giv- 
ing advioe to a young fellow of talent, with two or 
three facets to hia mind, I would teU him by all means 
to keep his wit in the background until after he had 
made a reputation by his more solid qualities. ■ And 
so to an actor ; Hamlet first, and Bob Logic a£tex- 
wards, if you like ; but don't think, as th^ say poor 
Liston used to, that people will be ready to allow that 
you can do anytliing great with M(Kbeth^8 dagger 
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after flourisliing about with Paul Pry's umbrella. Do 
you know, too, that the majority of men look upon all 
who challenge their attention, — lor a while, at least, 
— as beggars, and nuisances ? They always tiy to 
get off as cheaply as they can ; and HbB cheapest oi all 
thingB they can give a literary man — pardon the foi^ 
lorn pleasantry 1 — is the funny-haae. That is all 
very weU so far as it goes, but satisfies no man, and 
makes a good many angry, as I told you on a former 
oooasion. 

— Oh, indeed, no ! — I am not ashamed to make 
you laugh, occasionally. I Hank I could read you 
something I have in my desk which would probably 
make you smile. Perhaps I will read it one of these 
days, if you are patient with me when I am senti- 
mental and reflective ; not just now. The ludicrous 
has its place in the universe; it is not a human in- 
vention, but one of the Divine ideas, illustrated in the 
practical jokes of kittens and monkeys long before 
Aristophanes or Sbakspeare. How curious it is that 
we always consider solemnity and the absence of all 
gay surprises and encounter of wits as essential to the 
idea of the future life of those whom we thus deprive 
of half their faoultiea and then call blessed ! There 
are not a few who, even in this life, seem to be pre- 
paring themselves for that smileless eternity to which 
they look forward, by banishing all gayety from their 
hearts and all joyouaness from their countenances. I 
meet one such in the street not unfrequently, a person 
of intelligence and education, but who ^vee me (and 
all that he passes) such a rayless and chilling look of 
recognition, — something as if he were one of Heaven's 
assessors, come down to "doom" every acquaintance 
he met, — that I have sometimes begun to sneeze on 
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the spot, and gone home with a violent cold, dating 
from that instant. I don't doubt he would cut his 
kitten's tail off, if he oai^ht her playing with it. 
Please tell me, who taught her to play with it ? 

No, no I — give me a chance to talk to you, my fel- 
low-boarders, and you need not be afr^ that I shall 
have any Bcruplee about entertaining you, if I can do 
it, as well as giving you some of my serious thoughts, 
and perhaps my sadder fancies. I know nothing in 
English or any other literature more admirable than 
that sentiment of Sir Thomas Browne *' Evekt man 
TBtTLY UVES, SO LONG AS HE ACTS HIS NATCBE, OB 
SOME WAT HAKE9 QOOD THE FACULTIES OF HDf- 
8ELP," 

I find the great thing in this world is not so much 
where we stand, as in what direction we are moving : 
To reach the port of heaven, we must sail sometimes 
with the wind and sometimes gainst it, — but we 
must sail, and not drift, nor lie at anchor. There is 
one very sad thing in old friendships, to every mind 
which is really moving onward. It is tbis : that one 
cannot help using hia early friends as the seaman uses 
the log, to mark his progress. Every now and then 
we throw an old schoolmate over the stem with a 
string of thought tied to Mm, and look, — I am afraid 
with a kind of luxurious and sanctimonions compas- 
sion, — to see the rate at which the string reels off, 
while he lies there bobbing up and down, poor fellow ! 
and we are dashing along with the white foam and 
bright sparkle at our bows ; — the ruffled bosom of 
prosperity and progress, with a sprig of diamonds 
stuck in it I But this is only the sentimental side of 
the matter ; for grow we must, if we outgrow all tbat 
we love. 
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Don't nmunderstand that metaphoi- of hearing die 
log, I b«g you. It ia merely a smart way of saying 
that ve cannot avoid meaanring onr rate of move- 
ment by those with whom we have l<mg been in the 
habit of ctmiparing ourselves ; and when they onoe 
become stationary, we can get our reckoning from 
them with painful accuracy. We see just what we 
were when they were our peers, and can strike the 
balance between that and whatever we may feel our- 
selves to be now. No doubt we may sometimes be 
mistaken. If we change our last simile to that very 
old and familiar one of a fleet leaving the harbor and 
sailing in company for some distant re^on, we can 
get what we want out of it. There is one of our com- 
panions ; — her streamers were torn into rags before 
she had got into the open sea, then by and by her 
Siuls blowout of the ropes one after another, the waves 
swept her deck, and as night came on we left her a 
seeming wreck, as we flew imder our pyramid of can- 
vas. But lo 1 at dawn she is still in sight, — it may 
be in advance of us. Some deep ocean-current has 
be^i moving her on, strong, but silent, — yes, stronger 
than these noisy winds that puff our suls nntil they 
are swollen as the cheeks of jubihmt cherubim. And 
when at last the black steam-tug with the skeleton 
arms, which comes out of the mist sooner or later and 
takes ns ail in tow, grapples her and goes off panting 
and groaning with her, it is to that harbor where all 
wrecks are refitted and where, alas I. we, towering in 
our pride, may never come. * 

So you will not think I mean to speak lightly of old 
friendships, because we cannot help instituting com- 
parisons between our present and former selves by the 
aid of those who were what we were, but are not what 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AUTOCHAT OF THE BBEAKFAST-TABLE, 95 

we are. Nothing strikes one more, in the ntce of life, 
than to see how many give out in the first half of the 
oonrse. " Commencement day " always leminda tne 
(^ tiie start for the " Derby," when the beantiful high- 
bred three-yearmlds of the season are bronght i^ for 
tiiaL That day is the start, and life is the race. Here 
we are at Cambridge, and a class is just " graduating." 
Poor Harry ! he was to have been there too, but he 
has paid forfeit ; step out here into the grass behind 
the church ; ah I there it is : — 

" HoNc LAPtDKH FoaDXRinra 

SOCII MtERENTEB." 

But this is the start, and here they are, — coats bright 
as silk, and manes as smooth as e«m lustrale can make 
tliem. Some of the best of the colts are pranced 
roond, a few minutes each, to show their paces. What 
is that old gentleman crying about ? and the old lady 
by him, and the three ^Is, what are they all covering 
their eyes for 7 Ob, that is their oolt which has just 
been trotted up on the stage. Do tliey really think 
thwe little thin legs can do anything in such a slash- 
ing sweepstakes as is coming off in these next iortf 
years? Oh, this terrible gift of second-sight that 
comes to some of us when we begin to look through 
die silvered rings of the arcua aenilia / 

Ten years gone. First turn in the race. A few 
broken down ; two or three bolted. Several show in 
advance of the ruck. Cassock, a black colt, seems to 
be ahead of the rest ; those black colts commonly get 
the start, I have noticed, of the others, in tbe first 
quarter. Metew has pulled up. 

Tieenty years. Second comer turned. Cassock 
. has dropped from the front, and Judex, an iron-gray, 
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has the lead. But look ! bow they have thinned out I 
Down flat, — five, — six, — how many ? They lie 
still enough I they will not get up again in this race, 
be very sure I And the rest of them, what a " tailing 
off " I Anybody can see who is going to win, — peiv 
haps. 

2%irt^ years. Third comer turned. Dives, bright 
sorrel, ridden by the fellow in a yellow jacket, b^ns 
to make play fast ; is getting to be the favorite with 
many. But who is that other one that has been length- 
ening his stride from the first, and now shows close up 
to the front 7 Don't you remember the quiet brown 
colt Asteroid, with the star in his forehead? That is 
he ; he is one of the sort that lasts; look out for him I 
The black " ccJt," as we used to call him, is in the 
baokgroundf taking it easily in a gentle trot. There 
is one they used to call the FUly, on account of a cer- 
tain feminine air he had ; well np, yon see ; the Ully 
is not to be despised, my boy I 

Forty years. More dropping off, — but places much 
as before. 

Fifty years. Race over. All that are on the 
course are coming in at a walk ; no more nmning. 
Who is ahead ? Ahead ? What ! and the winning- 
post a slab of white or gray stone standing out from 
that turf where there is no more jockeying or strain- 
mg for victory I Well, the world marks tbeir places 
in its betting-book ; but be sure that these matter 
very little, if they have run as well aa they knew 
how! 

— Did I not say to yon a little while ago that the 
universe swam in an ocean of similitudes and analo- 
gies ? I will not quote Cowley, or Bums, or Words- 
wortih, just now, to show you what thoughts were sug- 



bv Google 



THE AtrrOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 97 

ge§tecl to them by &e siinplest natural objects, Buob as 
a flower or a leaf ; but I will read you a few lines, if 
you do not object, suggested by looking at a section of 
one of those chambered shells to which is given the 
name of Pearly Kautilus. We need not trouble our- 
selves about the distinction between this and the Paper 
Nautilus, the Arffonauta of the ancients. The name 
applied to both shows that each has long been com- 
pared to a ship, as you may see more fully in Web- 
ster's Dictionary, or the " Encydopsedia," to which 
he refers. If you will look into Roget's Bridgewater 
Treatise, you will find a figure of one of these shells 
and a section of it. The last will show you the series 
of enlar^ng compartments successively dwelt in by the 
animal that inhabits the shell, viaoh is built in a 
widening spiral. Can you find no lesson in this ? 

THE CHAMBERED NAUTILUS.' 

^RuR is the ship of pearl, which, poeta (uigQ, 

Sails the anshadowed main, — 

The ventUTOUB bark that flings 
On the Bweet Bummer wind its porpled wioga 
In gulfs eochanted, where the siren sings. 

And coral reeta lie bare. 
Where the cold sea-m^ds rise to snn their atreuniag hair. 

Its nrebf of living gaaze no more unfurl; 
Wrecked is the ship of pearl 1 

" I have now and then found a naturalist who still worried 
over the distinction between the Pearly Nautilus and the Paper 
Haatilos, or Argonanta. As the stories about both are mere 
fables, attaching to the Physalia, or Portngaese man-of-war, as 
well as to these two molluscs, it seems over-nice to quarrel with 
the poetical handling of a fiction sufficient!)' justified bj the 
Dame commonly applied to the ship of pearl as well ai die ship 
»f paper. 
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And eTery chambered cell, 
Where in dim dreajniag life waa want to dwell, 
Ai the frul Unuit ihaped his growing shell. 

Before thee lies revealed, — 
Its irlied ceiling rent, its sunless ciypt ansealedl 

Tear after jear beheld the siient Ui\ 

That spread bii iiutrous coil; 

Still, as the spiral grew, 
He left the past year's dwelling for the new. 
Stole with soft step its shining archway throagh, 

Built up its idle door, 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no mora. 

Thanks for the heavenly message Imnight by thee, 

Child of the wandering sea, 

Cast from her lap forlorn I 
From thy dead lipe a clearer note is bom 
Thau ever Triton blew from wreathM horn I 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a vdoe that dngi :- 

Build thee more stately mansions, my soul. 

As the swift seasons roll I 

Leave thy low-vaulted past ! 
Let each new temple, nobler than the Inst, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome mnre vast. 

Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's onresting mkI 



A LTEiC coiKwption — my friend, the Poet, said — 
hits me like a bullet in the forehead. I have often 
had the blood drop from my cheeks when it struck, 
and felt that 1 turned as white as death. Then comes 
a creeping ae of centipedes running down the spine, 
— then a gasp and a great jump of the heart, — then 
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B snddeD flush and a beating in tlie Teasels <rf the 
head, — then a long sigh, — and the poem is written. 

It is an impromptn, I suppose, then, if yon vrrite it 
so suddenly, — I replied. 

No, — said he, — far from it I said written, but I 
did not say copied. Every such poem has a soul and 
a body, and it is the body of it, or the copy, that men 
read imd publishers pay for. The soul of it is bom 
in an instant in the poet's soul. It oomes to him a 
thought, tangled in the meshes of a few sweet words, 
— words that have loved each other from the oradle 
of the language, but hare never been wedded until 
now. Whether it will ever fully embody itself in a 
bridal train of a dozen stanzae or not is uncertain; 
but it exists potentjally from the instant that the poet 
turns pale with it. It is enough to stun and scare 
anybody, to have a hot thought come crashing into his 
brain, and ploughing up those parallel ruts where the 
wagon trains of conmion ideas were jo^^ng along in 
their regular sequences of association. No wonder tin 
ancient, made the poetical impulse wholly eztenuiL 
K^fiy (UiS« &ta ■ Groddess, — Muse, — divine afBatos, 
— something outside always, /never wrote any verses 
worth reading. I cui't. I am too stnpid. If I ever 
copied any that were worth reading, I was only a 
medinm. 

[I was talking aU this time to our boarders, you un- 
denitand, — tiling them what this poet told me. The 
company listened rather attentively, I thought, consid- 
ering the literary character of the remarks.] 

The old gentleman opposite all at once asked me if 
I ever read anything better than Pope's '* Essay on 
Man"? Had I ever perused McFingal? He was 
fond of poetry when he was a b<^, — his mother taught 
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him to say many Uttle pieces, — he remembered one 
beautiful hymn ; — and the old gentleman b^au, in 
a dear, load Toioe, for bis years, — 

" The ipaclotu finramentoD high, 
With all the blii« etherml iky. 
And ipBDgled faekrena," — 
He stopped, as if startled by our silence, and a funt 
flush ran up beneath the thin white hairs that fell 
npon his cheek. As I looked round, I was reminded 
of a show I once saw at the Museum, — die Sleeping 
Beauty, I think they called it. The old man's sud- 
den breaking out in this way turned every face t<^ 
wards him, and each kept his posture as if changed to 
stone. Our Celtic Br^lget, or Biddy, is not a fool- 
ish fat Bcnllion to buret out crying for a sentiment. 
She is of the serviceable, red-handed, broad-and-h^;h- 
shouldered type; one of those imported female ser- 
vants who are known in public by their amorphous 
st^le of person, their stoop forwards, and a headlong 
and as it were precipitous walk, — the waist plunging 
downwaxds into the rocking pelvis at every heavy f oot- 
faU. Bridget, constituted for action, not for emotion, 
was about to deposit a plate heaped with something 
upon the table, when I saw the coarse arm stretched 
by my shoulder arrested, — motionless as the arm of 
a terra-cotta caryatid ; she could n't set the plate down 
while the old gentleman was speaking! 

He was quite silent after this, still wearing the 
slight flush on his cheek. Don't ever think the po- 
etry is dead in an old man because his forehead is 
wrinkled, or that his mimhood has left him when his 
hand trembles I If they ever were there, they are 
there still I 

By and by we got talking again. — IX>es a poet 
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love tlie verses written through him, do you thick, 
Sir ? — said the divimty-stadent. 

So long as they are warm from his mind, — cany 
any of his animal heat about them, / know he loves 
them, -^ I answered. When tliey have had time to 
cool, he is more indifferent 

A good deal as it is with buckwheat cakes, — said 
die young fellow whom they call John. 

Tba last words, only, reached die ear of the eco- 
nomically oiganized female in black bombazine. — 
Buckwheat is skerce and high, — she remarked. 
P^ost be a poor relation sponging on our landlady 
— pays nothing, — so she must stand by the guns and 
be ready to repel boarders.] 

1 liked the turn the conversation had taken, for I 
bad some things I wanted to say, and so, after waiting 
a minute, I b^gan i^ain. — I don't think die poems 
I read you sometimes can be fairly appreciated, given 
to you as they are in die green state. 

— You don't know what.I mean by the green state f 
Well, then, I will tell you. Certain diinge are good 
for nothing until they have been kept a long while ; 
and some are good for nothing until tliey have been 
long kept and used. Of the first, wine is the illustri- 
ous and immortal example. Of those which must be 
kept and used I will name three, — meerschaum pipes, 
violins, and poems. The meerschaum is but a poor 
affair until it has burned a thousand offerings to the 
cloud-compelling deities. It comes to us without com- 
plexion or flavor, — bom of the sea-foam, like Aphro- 
dite, but colorless aa pallida Mora herself. The fir© 
is lighted in its central shrine, and gradually the juices 
which the broad leaves of the Great Vegetable bad 
sucked up from an acre and curdled into a drachm are 
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diffosed through its thirsting poies. First a discolora- 
tion, then a stain, and at last a rich, glowing, nmber 
tint spreading over the whole sorface. Nature trae to 
her old brown autumnal hue, you see, — as true in the 
fire of the meerschaum as in the sunshine of October I 
And then the cumulative wealtlL of its fragrant rem- 
imscences I he who inhales its vapors takes a thousand 
whiffs in a single breath; and one cannot touch it 
without awakening tJie old joys that hang around it as 
the smell of flowers clings to the dresses oi the daugh- 
ters of the house of Farina I 

[Don't think I use a meerschaom myself, for I do 
not, though I have owned a calumet since my child- 
hood, which from a naked Piot (of the Mohawk spe- 
cies) my grandsire won, together with a tomahawk 
and beaded knife-sheath; paying for the lot with a 
bullet^mark on his right cheek. On the maternal aide 
I inherit the loveliest silver-mounted tobaoco-stopper 
you ever saw. It b a little box-wood Triton, carved 
with charming liveliness and truth. I have often com- 
pared it to a figure in Raphael's " Triumph of Giala- 
tea." It came to me in an ancient shagreen case, — 
how old it is I do not know, — but it must have been 
made since Sir Walter Raleigh's time. If you are 
curious, you shall see it any day. Neither will I pre* 
tend that I am so unused to the more perishable 
smoking contrivance that a few vhiffs would make 
me feel as if I lay in a ground-swell on the Bay of 
Eiaoay. I am not unacqufdnted with that fusiform, 
Bpiral-wound bundle of chopped stems and miscellane- 
ous incombustibles, the cigar, bo called, of the shops, 
— which to " draw " asks the suction-power of a nurs- 
ling infant Hercules, and to relish, the leathery palate 
of an old Sil^iua. I do not advise you, young man, 
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even if my illustratioii strike your fancy, to ooniecnte 
the flower of your life to painting the bowl of a pipe, 
for, let me assure you, tlie stain ot a Teverie-bpeediiig 
narcotie may strike deeper than you think for. 1 
have seen the green leaf of early promise grow brown 
before its time nnder such Nicotian regimen, and 
thought the umbered meerschaum was deariy bon^it 
at the cost of a hrain enfeebled and a will enslaved.] 

Violins, too, — the sweet old Amati! — the divine 
Stradivariua ! Played on by ancient maeetros nntal 
the bow-huid lost its power and the flying fingers 
stiffened. Bequeathed to the passionate young enthu. 
siast, who made it whisper his hidden love, and cry 
his inarticulate longings, and scream his mitold ago- 
nies, Slid wail his monotonous despair. Passed from 
his dying hand to the cold virtitoso, who let it slum- 
ber in itB case for a generation, till, when his hoard 
was broken up, it eame forth once more and rode the 
stormy symphonies of rt^al orchestras, beneath the 
rushing bow of their lord and leader. Into lonely 
prisons with improvident artists ; into convents from 
which arose, day and night, the holy hymns with 
which its tones were blended; and back again to 
orgies in which it learned to howl and laugh as if a 
legion of devils were shut up in it ; then again to the 
gentle dilettante who cahned it down with easy melo- 
dies unlil it answered him softly as in the days of the 
old maeatros. And so given into our hands, its pores 
all full of music ; stained, like the meerschaum, 
through and through, with the concentrated hue and 
sweetness of all the harmonies which have kindled 
and faded on its strings. 

Now I teU you a poem must be kept and used, like 
a meerschaum, or a violin. A poem is just as porous 
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as tlie meerschaum; — the moTe porous it is, the 
better. I mean to say that a genuine poem is capable 
of absorbing an indefinite unount of the essence of 
our own homanity, — its tenderness, its heroism, its 
regrets, its aepiratioDS, so as to be gradually sbuned 
through with a divine secondary color derived from 
ourselves. So you see it must take time to bring the 
sentiment of a poem into harmony with our nature, by 
staining ourselves through every thought and im^e 
our being can penetrate. 

Then again as to the mere music of a new poem, 
why, who can expect anything more from that than 
from the music of a violin fresh from the maker's 
hands ? Now you know very well that there are no 
less than fifty-eight different pieces in a violin. These 
pieces are strangers to each other, and it takes a 
century, more or lees, to make them thoroughly ac- 
qu^ted. At last they leam to vibrate in harmony 
and the instrument becomes an organic whole, as if it 
were a great seed-capsule which had grown from a 
garden-bed in Cremona, or elsewhere. Besides, the 
wood is juicy and full of sap for fifty years or so, but 
at the end of fifty or a hundred more gets tolerably 
dry and comparatively resonant. 

Don't you see that all this is just as true of a poem? 
Counting each word as a piece, there are more pieces 
in au average copy of verses than in a violin. The 
poet has forced all these words together, and fastened 
them, and they don't understand it at first. But let 
the poem be repeated aloud and murmured over in 
the mind's mufBed whisper often enough, and at 
length the parts become knit together in such absolute 
solidarity that you could not change a syllable without 
the whole world's crying out against you for meddling 
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with the harmoniouB &bric. Observe, too, how the 
drying process takes pla^e in the stuff of a poem just 
as in tJiat of a violin. Here is a T^lese fiddle that 
is just c<Hning to its hundredth birthday, — ^edro 
Klauss, Tyroli, fecit, 1760), — the sap is pretty well 
out of it. And here is the sang of an old poet whom 
Neista cheated : — 

" Noz erat, et c<b1o folgeb&t Lui)& sereuo 
Inter minora sidera. 
Cam tu magnorum DUmeo Itesura deorum 
In verba jurabas mea." 

Don't you perceive the sonorousness of tlieae old dead 
Latin phrases? Now I tell you that every word fresh 
from the dictionary brings witli it a certain succu- 
lence ; and though I cannot expect the sheets of the 
" Pactolian," in which, aa I told you, I sometimes 
print my verses, to get so dry as tie crisp papyrus 
that held diose words of Horatias Flaccus, yet you 
may be sure, that, while the sheets axe damp, and 
while ihe lines hold their sap, you can't fairly judge 
of my perfonnances, and that, if made of the true 
stuff, they will ring better after a while. 

[There was silence for a brief space, after my some- 
what elaborate exposition of these self-evident analo- 
gies. Presently a person turned towards me — I do 
not choose to designate the individual — and* said that 
be rather expected my pieces had given pretty good 
" sahtisfahotion." — I had, up to this moment, consid- 
ered this complimentary phrase as sacred to the use 
of secretaries of lyceums, and, aa it has been usually 
accompanied by a small pecuniary testimonial, have 
acquired a certain relish for this moderately tepid and 
unstimulating expression of enthusiasm. But as a r&- 
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ward for gratuitooB services I confess I thought it a 
little below that blood-heat Btaodard which a mui's 
breath ought to have, whether silent, or vocal and ar- 
ticulate. I waited for a favorable opportunity, how- 
ever, before making the remarks which follow.] 

— There are single expressions, as I have told you 
^ready, that fix a man's position for you before you 
have done shaking bonds with him. Allow me to ex- 
pand a little. There are several things, very slight 
in themselves, yet implying other things not so unim* 
portant. Thus, your French servant has dSvcdisi 
your premises and got caught. SxeuseiL, says the 
Berg&ntrde-^le, as he politely relieves him of his 
upper garments and displays his bust in the full day- 
li^t. Good shoulders enou^ — a little marked, — 
traces of smallpox, perhaps, — but white. . . . Crac t 
from the aergent^Miille'a broad palm on the white 
shoulder I Now look ! Vogue la galere ! Out 
comes the big red V — mark of the hot iron ; — he had 
blistered it out pretty nearly, — had n't he ? — the old 
rascal VOLfEUK, branded in the galleys at Mar- 
seilles ! [Don't ! What if he has got something like 
this? — nobody supposes I invented such a story.] 

My man John, who used to drive two of those six 
equine females which I told you I had owned, — for, 
look you, my friends, simple though I stand here, I 
am one that has been driven in his " kerridge," — not 
using that term, as liberal shepherds do, for any bat- 
tered old shabby-genteel go-cart which has more than 
one wheel, but meaning thereby a four-wheeled vehicle 
toith a pole, — my man John, I say, was a retired 
soldier. He retired unostentatiously, as many of Her 
Majesty's modest servants have done before and since. 
John told me, that when an offiuer thinks he recog' 
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nizes one of these retiring heroes, and would know if 
he has really been in the service, that be may restore 
him, if possible, to a gratefal country, he comes sud- 
denly upon him, and says, sharply, " Strap I " If he 
has ever worn the shoulder-strap, he has learned the 
reprimand for its ill adjustment. The old word of 
command flashes through his muscles, and his hand 
goes up in im instant to the place where the strap 
used to be. 

[I was all the time preparing far my grand coup, 
you understand ; but I saw they were not quite ready 
for it, and so continued, — always in illustration of 
the general principle I had laid down.] 

Yes, odd things come out in ways that nobody 
thinks of. There was a legend, 'that, when the Dan- 
ish pirates made descents upon the English coast, 
they caught a few Tartars occasionally, in the shape 
of Saxons, who would not let them go, — on the con- 
trary, insisted on their staying, and, to make sure of 
it, treated tiiem as Apollo treated Marsyas, or as Bar- 
tholinuB has treated a fellow-creature in his tide-page, 
and, having dlTested them of the one essential and 
perfectiy fitting garment, indispensable in the mildest 
climates, nailed tbe same on the church-door as we do 
the baniiB of marriage, in terrorem. 

[There wait a laugh at this among some of the 
young folks ; but as I looked at our landlady, I saw 
that " the wat«r stood in her eyes," as it did in Chris- 
tiana's when the interpreter asked her about the spi- 
der, and I fancied, but was n't quite sure that the 
schoolmistress blushed, as Mercy did in the same 
conversation, as you remember.] 

That sounds like a cock-and-bull-story, — said the 
young fellow whom they call John. I abstained 
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from making Hamlet's remark to Horatio, imd con* 
tinued. 

Not long since, the church-wardens were repairing 
and beantiffing an old Saxon church in a oerttun Eng- 
lish village, and among oUier tiiinga thought the 
doors should be attended to. One of them particu- 
larly, the front-door, looked very badly, crusted, as it 
were, and as if It would be all the better for scraping. 
There happened to be a microscopiat in the vill^e 
who had heard the old jnrate story, and he took it into 
his head to examine the crust on this door. There 
was no TniataJfB about it ; it was a genuine historical 
document, of the Ziska drum-head pattern, — a real 
cutiti hamatuL, stripped from some old Scandinavian 
filibuster, and the legend was true. 

My friend, the Professor, settled an important his- 
torical and financial questioB once by the aid of an 
exceedingly minute fragment of a Bimilar document. 
Behind the pane of plate-glass which bore his name 
and title burned a modest lamp, signifying to the 
passers-by that at all hours of the night the slightest 
favors (or fevers) were welcome. A youth who had 
freely partaken of the cup which cheers and likewise 
inebriates, following a moth-like impulse very natural 
imder the circumstances, dashed his fist at the light 
and quenched the meek luminary, — breaking through 
the plate-glass, of course, to reach it. Now I don't 
want to go into minuticB at table, you know, but a 
naked hand can no more go through a pane of thick 
glass without leaving some of its cuticle, to say the 
least, behind it, than a butterfly can go through a sau- 
sage-machine without looking the worse for it The 
Professor gathered up the fragments of glass, and with 
them certain very minute bat entirely satisfactory doo- 
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mnents which would have identified and hanged any 
n^ue in Christendom who had parted with them. — 
The hiBtorical question, Who did itf and thefinanoial 
question, Who paid for it f were both settled before 
die new lamp was lighted the next evening. 

You see, my friends, what immense conclusions, 
touching OUT lives, our fortunes, and (Sax sacred honor, 
may be reached by means of very insignificant prem- 
ises. This is eminently true of manners and forms of 
speech ; a movement or a phrase often tells you all 
yon want to know about a person. Thus, " How 's 
yonr health? " (^commonly pronounced hadltK) instead 
of, How do yon do ? or. How we you ? Or calling 
your little dark entry a " hall," and your old rickety 
one-horse w^on a " kerridge." Or tellii^ a person 
who has been trying to please yon that he has given 
you pretty good " saJitisfahction." Or saying that yoo 
" remember of " such a thing, or that you have been 
" stoppin' " at Deacon Somebody's, — and other such 
expressions. One of my friends had a little marble 
statuette of Cupid in Uie parlor of his country-house, 
— bow, arrows, wings, and all complete. A visitor, 
indigenous to the region, looking pensively at the fig- 
ure, asked the lady of the house " if that was a statoo 
of her deceased infant ? " What a delicions, though 
somewhat voluminous biography, social, educational, 
and SBsthetic, in that brief question I 

[Please observe with what Machiavellitut astnt^iess 
I smuggled in the particalar offence which it was my 
object to hold up to my fellow-boarders, without too 
personal an attack on the individual at whose door it 
Uy.] 

That was an exceedingly dull person who made the 
temark. Ex pede Hercvlem, He might as weU have 
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mid, *' from a peck of apples you may judge of tlie 
baireL" Sx fede, to be sure I KmuI, instead, £Jx 
ungue minimi digiti pedis, Ilerculem, ^sque pa^ 
trem, matrem, avos et proavoe, filiot, n^mtea et pro- 
nepotes ! Talk to me about your iin *-<») irrw / Tell 
me about Cuvier'a getting up a megatlierium from a 
tooth, or Agassix's drawing a portrut of an undiscov- 
ered fish from a single scale I As the " O " revealed 
Giotto, —as the one word "moi " betmyed the Strat- 
ford-atte-Bowe-taught Anglius, — so all a man's ante- 
cedents and possibilities are summed up in a single nt- 
tetauce whidb gives at once the gauge of his educatioa 
and his mental organizatioD. 

PossibilitieB, Sir ? — said the divinity-Btudent ; can't 
a man who says Ha6w f arrive at distinction ? 

Sir, — I replied, — in a republic all things are pos- 
uble. But the man toUh a future has almost of ne- 
cessity sense enough to see that any odious trick of 
speech or manners must be got rid of. Does n't Syd- 
ney Smith say that a public man in England never 
gets over a false quantity uttered in early life ? Our 
public men are in little danger of this fatal nus-step, 
as few of them are in the habit of introducing Latin 
into their speeches, — for good and sufBcient reasons. 
But they are bound to speak decent English, — un- 
less, indeed, they are rough old campaigners, like Gen- 
eral Jackson or General Taylor j in which case, a few 
scars on Priscian's head are pardoned to old fellows 
who have quite as many on their own, and a oonstita- 
enc^ of thirty empires is not at all particular, provided 
they do not swear in Uieir Preeidential Messt^ies. 

However, it is not for me to talk. I have made 
DiistakeB enough in conversation and print. I never 
find th^n out until they are stereotyped, and thai 1 
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tliink they rarely escape me. 1 have no doubt I shall 
make half tt dozen slips before this breakfast is over, 
and remember them all before another. How one 
doea tremble with rage at his own intense momentary 
stupidity about things he knows perfectly well, and to 
think how he lays himself open to the impertinences 
of the captatorea verborum, those useful but hnmble 
scavengers of the language, whose bnsiness it is to 
jnck up what miji^t offend or injnre, and remove it, 
hug^g and feeding on it as they go I I don't want 
to speak too slightingly of these verbal critics ; — how 
can I, who am bo fond of talking about errors and 
vu^arisms of speech ? Only there is a difference be- 
tween diose clerical blunders which almost every man 
commits, knowing better, and that habitual grossnesa 
or meanneHs of speech which is unendurable to edu- 
cated persons, from anybody that wears silk or broad* 
doth. 

[I write down the above remarks tliia moming, 
Jumary 26th, making this record of the date that no- 
body may think it was written in wrath, on acoonnt of 
any partioular gnevaoce suffered from the invauon of 
any individual acarabceus grananatictis.'] 

— I wonder if anybody ever finds fault with any* 
thing I say at this table when it is repeated ? I bfype 
they do, I am sun. I should be very certain that 1 
had said nothing of much rignifieance, if they did 
not. 

Did you never, in walking in the fields, come across 
a lai^ flat stone, which had lain, nobody knows how 
long, just where you found it, with the graee forming 
a little hedge, aa it were, all round it, close to its edges, 
— and have you not, in obedience to a kind of feeling 
that told you it had been lying there long enough, in- 
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Biuuated your atick or your foot or your fingers under 
itB edge and turned it over as a housewife turns a oake, 
vhen she says to herself, " It 's done brown enough 
by tliis time '* ? What an odd rerelation, tmd what 
an onfoieseen and unjdeasant surprise to a small oom- 
munity, the very existence of which you had not sus- 
pected, until the sadden dismay and scattering among 
its members produced by your turning the old stone 
over ! Kades of grass flattened down, colorless, 
matted together, as if they had been bleached and 
ironed ; hideous crawling creature some of tbem co- 
leopterous or homy-shelled, — turtle-bugs one wants 
to call them ; some of them softer, but cunningly 
spread out and compressed like Ijepine watches ; 
(Nature never loses a crack or a crevioe, mind you, 
or a joint in a tavern bedstead, but she always has 
one of ber dat-pattem live timekeepers to slide into 
it ;) black, glossy crickets, with their long filaments 
sticking out like the whips of four-horse stt^e-coaches ; 
motionless, sli^-like creatures, young larvie, perhaps 
more horrible in their pulpy stillnees than even in the 
infernal wri^le of maturity I But no sooner is the 
stone turned and the wholesome light of day let upon 
this compressed and blinded community of creeping 
things, than all of them which enjoy the luxury of legs 
— and some of them have a good many -~ rush round 
wildly, butting each other and everytJung in their way, 
and end in a general stampede for underground re- 
treats from the re^on poisoned by sunshine. iVeat 
year you will find the grass growing tall and green 
where the stone lay ; the ground-bird builds her nest 
where the beetle had his bole ; the dandelion and the 
buttercup are growing there, and the broad fans of in- 
seet-angels open and shut over their golden disks, as 
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die rbythniio waves of blissful consciousne^ pulsate 
tliTOUgli tbeir glorified beiug. 

— The young fellow whom they call John saw fit 
to say, in his very familiar way, — at which I do not 
choose to take offence, but which I eoutetimes think it 
necessary to repress, that I was coming it rather strong 
on the butterflies. 

No, I replied ; there is meaning in each of those 
images, — the butterfly as well as the others. The 
stone is ancient error. The grass is human nature 
borne down and bleached of all its color by it. The 
shapes which are found beneath are the crafty beings 
that thrive in darkness, and the weaker organisms 
kept helpless by it. He who turns tiie stone over is 
whosoever puts the staff of truth to the old lying in- 
cubus, no matter whether he do it with a serious face 
or a laughing one. The next year stands for the com- 
ing time. Then shall the nature which had Iain 
blanched and broken rise in its full stature and native 
hues in the sunshine. Then shall God's minstrels 
build their nests in the hearts of a newborn humanity. 
Hen shall beauty — Divinity taking outlines and 
color — lig^t npon the souls of men as the butterfly, 
image of the beatified spirit rising from the dust, 
soars from the shell that held a poor grub, which 
would never have found wings had not the stone been 
lifted. 

You never need think you can turn over any old 
falsehood without a terrible squirming and scattering 
of the horrid little population that dwells under it. 

— Every real thought on every real subject knocks 
the wind out of somebody or other. As soon as his 
breath comes back, he very probably begins to expend 
it in hard words. These are the best evidence a man 
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can have that be has said something it was time to 
say. Dr. Johnson was disappointed in the effect of 
one of his pamphlets. " I think I have not been at- 
tacked enou^ for it," be said ; — " attack is the re- 
action; I never think I have hit hard onless it re- 
bounds." 

— If a fellow attacked my ojnnions in print woold 
I reply ? Not L Do you think I don't understand 
what my friend, the Professor, long ago called the 
hffdroataHc paradox of controverai/ ? 

Don't know what Uiat means 7 — Well, I will tell 
you. Yon know, that, if you bad a bent tube, one 
arm of which was of the size of a pipe-stem, and the 
other big enough to hold the ocean, water would 
stand at the same height in one as in the other. Con- 
troversy equalizes fools and wise men in the same way, 
— and the fools know iL 

— No, but I often read what they say about other 
people. There are about a dozen phrases which all 
oome tumbling along together, like the tongs, and the 
shovel, and the poker, and the brush, and the beUowa, 
in one of those domestic avalanches that eveiybody 
knows. If you get one, you get the whole lot 

What are Uiey ? — Oh, that depends a good deal on 
latitude and longitude. Epithets follow &e isothei^ 
mal lines pretty accurately. Grouping them in two 
families, one finds himself a clever, genial, witty, wise, 
brilliant, sparkling, thoughtful, disldngoished, cele- 
brated, illustrious Hcbolar and perfect gentleman, and 
first writer of the age ; or a dull, foolish, wicked, pert, 
shallow, ignorant, insolent, traitorous, black-hearied 
outcast, and disgrace to civilization. 

What do I think determines the set of phrases a 
man gets ? — Well, I should say a set of influences 
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something like these : — 1st. Relationsliips, political, 
religions, social, domestic. 2d. Oysters, in the form 
of suppers given to gentlemen connected with criti- 
ciam. I believe in the school, the collie, and the 
clei^ ; but my sovereign lo^c, for regulating public 
opinion — which means commonly tlie opinion of half 
a dozen of the critical gentry — is the following. Major 
jyroposition. Oysters au naturd. Minor proposition. 
The same " scalloped." Conclusion. That — (here 
insert entertainer's name) is clever, witty, wise, bril> 
liant, — and the rest 

— Xo, it is n't exactly bribery. One man has oys- 
ters, and another epithets. It is an exchange of hos- 
pitalities ; one gives a " spread " on linen, and the other 
on paper, — that is all. Don't you think you and I 
should be apt to do just so, if we were in the critical 
line ? I am sure I could n't resist the softening influ- 
ences of hospitality. I don't like to dine out, you 
know, — I dine so well at our own table [our land- 
lady looked radiant], and the compuiy is so pleasant 
[a rustling movement of satisfaction among the board- 
ers] ; but if I did partake of a man's salt, with such 
adiUtions as that article of food requires to make it 
palatable, I could never abuse him, and if I had to 
speak of him, I suppose I should hang my set of jing- 
ling epithets round him like a string of sleigh-bells. 
Good feeling helps society to make liars of most of us, 
— not absolute liars, but such careless handlers of 
truth that its sharp comers get terribly rounded. I 
love truth as chiefest among the virtues ; I trust it 
runs in my blood ; but I would never be & critic, be- 
cause I know I could not always tell it. I might write 
a criticism of a book that happened to please me ; that 
is uiother matter. 
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— Liaten, BenjamiD Franklin \ This is for you, and 
sucli others of tender age as you may tell it to. 

Wten we are aa yet small children, long before the 
time when those two grown ladies offer us the choice 
of Hercules, there comes up to us a yoathful angel, 
holding in his right hand cubes like dice, and in his 
left spheres like marbles. The cubes are of stainless 
ivory, and on each is written in letters of gold — 
TacTH. The spheres are veined and streaked and 
spotted beneath, with a dark crimson flush above, 
where the light falls on them, and in a certain aspect 
you can make out upon every one of them the three 
letters L, I, E. The child to whom they are offered 
very probably clutches at both. The spheres are the 
most convenient things in the world ; tbey roll with 
the least possible impulse just where the child would 
hare them. The cubes will not roll at all ; they have 
a great talent for standing still, and always keep right 
side up. But very soon the young philosopher finds 
that things which roll so easily are very apt to roll 
into the wrong comer, and to get out of his way 
when he most wants them, while be always knows 
where to find the others, which stay where they are 
left. Thus he leams — thus we learn — to drop the 
streaked and speckled globes of falsehood and to bold 
fast the white angular blocks of truth. But then 
comes Timidity, and after her Good-nature, and last 
of all Polite-behavior, all insisting that trath must 
roll, or nobody can do anything with it ; and so the 
first with her coarse rasp, and the second with her 
broad file, and the third with her silken sleeve, do so 
round off and smooth and polish the snow-white cubes 
of truth, that, when they have got a little dingy by use, 
it becomes hard to tell them from the rolling spheres 
of'falsehood. 
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The schoolmistreBS was polite enough to say that 
the was pleased with this, and that she would read it 
to her little flock the next day. But she should tell 
the children, she said, that there were better reasons 
for truth than could be found in mere experience of 
its convenience and the inconvenience of lying. 

Yes, — I said, — but education always begins 
through the senses, and works up to the idea of ab- 
solute right and wrong. The first thing the child has 
to learn about this matter is, that lying is unprofitar 
ble, — afterwards diat it is against the peaoe and dig- 
nity of the universe. 

— Do I think that the particular form of lying 
often seen in newspapers, under the title, " f^om our 
Foreign Corre^KindeDt," does any bann ? — Why, no, 
— I don't know that it does. I sappose it does n't 
really deceive people any more than the "Arabian 
Nights" OP "Ghdliver's Travels" do. Sometimes the 
writers compile too carelessly, though, imd mix up 
facts out of geographies, and stories out of the penny 
papers, so as to mislead those who are desirous of in- 
formation. I out a piece out of one of the papers the 
other day, which contains a number of improbabilities, 
and, I suspect, misstatements. I will send up and get 
it for you. If you woidd like to bear it — Ah, this is 
it; it is beaded 

"Ottb Sttmatba Corbespondence. 

" This island is now the property of the Stamford 

family, — having been won, it is s^d, in a raf&e, by 

Sir Stamford, during the stock-gambling mania 

-of the South-Sea Scheme. The history of this gentle- 
man maybe found in an interesting series of questions 
(unfortunately not yet answered) contained in the 
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' Notes and QuerieB.* This island is endiely snr- 
Tounded by the ocean, which here contains a laige 
unoimt of saline substance, erystalli^iig in cubes re- 
markable for their symmetry, and frequently displays 
on its surface, during calm weather, the rainbow tints 
of the c^brated South-Sea babbles. The summers 
are oppressively hot, and the winters very probably 
cold ; but tliia fact cannot be ascertained precisely, as, 
for some peculiar reason, the mercury in these lati- 
tudes never shrinks, as in more northern regions, and 
thus the tliermometer is rendered useless in winter. 

" The principal v^etaUe productions of t^ island 
are the pepper tree and the bread-fruit tree. Pepper 
being veiy abundantly produced, a benevolent society 
was organized in I^ondon during the last century for 
si^plying the natives widi vinegar and oysters, as an 
addition to that delightful condiment. [Note received 
from Dr. D. F.j It is said, however, that, as the oys- 
ters were of the hind called natives in f^ngland, the 
natives of Sumatra, in obedience to a natural instinct, 
refused to touch them, and confined themselves eoi- 
tirely to the ci'ew of the vessel in which they were 
brought over. This information was received from one 
of the oldest inhabitants, a native himself, and exceed- 
ingly fond of missionaries. He is said also to be very 
skilful in the cuisine peculiar to tlie island. 

"During the season of gathering the pepper, tlie 
persons employed are subject to various incommodi- 
ties, the chief of which is violent ajid long-contdnaed 
sternutation, or sneezing. Such is the vehemence of 
these attacks, that the unfortunate subjects of them 
are often driven backwards for great distances at im- 
mense speed, on the well-known principle of the 
teolipile. Not bdng able to see where they are goin^ 
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these poor creatures cliuh themselves to pieoes against 
the rocks or are precipitated over tihe cliffs and thus 
many valuable lives are lost annually. Aa, daring the 
whole pepper-harvest, they feed exclusively on this 
stumiLuit, &ey become exceedingly irritable. The 
smallest injniy is resented with nngovemable rage. A 
young man soffering from the pepper-fever^ as it is 
called, cudgelled another most severely for appropriatr 
ii^ a superannuated relative of trifling value, and was 
only pai^fied by having a present made him of a pig 
of that peculiar species of swine called the Ptcccmi by 
the Catholic Jews, who, it is well known, abstain from 
swine's flesh in imitation of the Mahtonetan Bud- 
dhists. 

" The bread-tree grows abundantly. Its branobes 
are well known to Europe and America under the 
familiar nane of maccaroni. The smaller twiga are 
called vermicelli. They have a decided animul flavor, 
as may be observed in the soups contiuning them. 
Maccaroni, being tubolar, is the favorite habitat of a 
very dangerous insect, which is rendered peculiarly fero- 
cious by being boiled. The government of the island, 
therefore, never allows a stick of it to be exported 
without bdng accompanied by a piston with which its 
cavity may at any time be thoroughly swept out 
l^ese are commonly lost or stolen before the macca- 
roni arrives among us. It therefore always ooatuns 
many of these insects, which, however, generally die of 
old age in the shops, so that accidents from this source 
are oomparatiTely rare. 

" The fruit of the bread-tree consists principally of 
hot rolls. The buttered-muffin variety is supposed to 
be a hybrid with the cocoa-nut palm, the cream found 
on t^ milk of the cocoa-nut exuding from tbe hybrid 
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in the Bhape of butter, jost m tiie lipe fnut is split- 
ting, ao as to fit it for the tea-table, iriiere it is com- 
mmily served op with cold " — 

— There, — I don't want to read any more of it 
Yoa see that many of these statements are highly im- 
probable. — No, I shall not mention the paper. — No, 
neither of them wrote it, thoo^ it reminds me of the 
s^le of titeae popular writers. I think the fellow who 
wrote it most have been reading Btxne of their stories, 
aod got them mixed op with his faisloiy and geog- 
Tsphj. I don't siqipaae he lies — he sdls it to the 
editor, iriio knows how many squares off " Smnatra " 
is. The editor, who sells it to the public — By the 
way, the papers have been very civil — haven't tbey ? 
— to the — the — what d'ye call it ? — " \orthem 
Magazine," — is n't it ? — got up by some of those 
Come-outeis, down East, as an organ for tlieir local 
peculiarities. 

— The Professor has been to see me. Came in, 
glorioQs, at about twelve o'tJock, last ui^t. Said he 
had been with " the boys." On inquiry, found that 
"the boys" were oertun baldish and grayish old 
g^itlem^i that one sees or hears of in varioos im- 
portant stations of society. The Professor is one of 
the same set, but he always talks as if he had been 

out of college about ten years, whereas 

[Each of these dots was a little nod, which the com- 
pany understood, as the reader will, no doubt.] He 
calls them sometimes " the boys," and sometimes '* the 
old fellows." Call him by the latter title, and see 
how he likes it. — Well, he came in last ni^t glori- 
ous, as I was saying. Of course I don't mean vin- 
ously exalted ; be drinks little wine on such occasioos, 
and is well known to aU tke Peters and Patricks aa 
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the gentlemim who always has indefinite quaotitieB of 
black tea to kill any extra glass of red claret he may 
have swallowed. But the Professor says he always 
gets tipsy on old memories at these gatherings. He 
was, I forget how many years old when he went to 
the meeting ; just turned of twenty now, — he said. 
He made various youthful proposals to me, including 
a duet nnder the landlady's dau^ter's window. He 
had just learned a trick, he said, of one of '* the boys," 
of getting a splendid bass out of a door-panel by rub- 
bing it with the palm of bis hand. Offered to sing 
"The sky is bright," accompanying himself on the 
frontdoor, if I would go down and help in the chorus. 
Said there never was such a set of fellows as the old 
boys of the set be has been with. Judges, mayors, 
Congress-men, Mr. Speakers, leaders in science, clergy- 
men better than famous, and famous too, poets by the 
half-dozen, singers with voices like angels, financiers, 
wits, three of the best laughers in the Commonwealth, 
engineers, agriculturists, — all forms of talent and 
knowledge he pretended were represented in that meet- 
ing. Then he began to quote Byron about Santa 
Croce, and maintained that he could " furnish out 
creation " in all its details from that set of his. He 
would like to have the whole boodle of them (I r&. 
monstrated against this word, but the Professor said it 
was a diabolish good word, and be would have no 
other), witih their wires and children shipwrecked on 
a remote island, just to see how splendidly they would 
reoi^ianize society. They could build a city, — they 
have done it ; make constitutions and laws ; establish 
churches and lyceums ; teach and practise the heal- 
ing art ; instruct in every department ; found observ- 
atories; create commerce and manufactures; write 
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songs and hymns, and sing 'em, and make mstro- 
ments to accompany the songs with ; lastly, publish a 
journal almost as good as the " Northern Magazine," 
edited by the Oome^uters. Iliere wm nothing they 
were not up to, from a obristening to a hanging ; the 
last, to be sure, could never be called for, unless sraue 
stranger got in among them. 

•^ I let the Prof easor talk as long as he liked ; it 
did n't make much difference to me whether it was 
all truth, or partly made up of pale Sherry and simi- 
lar elementB. All at once he jumped up and Bidd, — 

Tkat't you want to hear what I jost read to tita 
boys? 

I have had questions of a eimilar character asked 
me before, occasionally. A man of iron mould might 
perhaps say, No I I am not a man of iron mould, and 
said tbat I should be delighted. 

The Professor then read — with that sli^tty ^S' 
song cadence which ia observed to be conmion in poets 
reading their own verses — the following stanzas; 
holding them at a focal distance of about two feet and 
a half, with an occasional movement back or forward 
for better adjustment, the appearance of which has 
been likened by some impertinent young folks to that 
of the act of playing on the trombone. His eyesight 
was never better ; I have his word for it 

MARE RUBRUM. 

Flaah out « stream of blood-red wiDel — 
For I would drink to other dttyt; 

And brighter shall their memory shine, 
Seen flaming through its crimson blaze. 

The roses die, the eummera fade; 
Bat every ghost of boyhood's dream 
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By N&ture'B magic power ia laid 
To sleep beneath this blood-red itream. 

It filled tlie purple grapes that la,j 

And drank the splendors of the inn 
Where the long snmmer's cloudless dajr 

Is mirrored in the broad Garonne; 
It pictnreg still the bacchant shapes 

That sair their hoarded Bnolight shed,— 
The maidens dancing on the grapes, — 

Their milk-white ankles splashed with red. 

Eeneath these waves of crimson tie, 

In rosy fettera prisoned fast, 
Those flitting shapes that never die, 

The swift-winged visions of the past. 
Kiss bnt the ciystal's mystic rim, 

Each shadow rends its flowery chain. 
Springs in a bubble from its brim 

And walks the chambers of the brain. 

Poor Beauty! Ume and fortune's wrong 

No form nor feature may withstand, — 
Thy wrecks are scattered all along, 

Idke emptied sea-shells on the sand ; ^- 
Yet, sprinkled with this blushing rain, 

The dust restores each blooming girl, 
Aa if the sea-shells moved again 

Their glistening lips of pink and pearL 

Here lies the home of schoot-boy life. 

With creaking stair and wind-swept hall, 
And, scarred by many a truant knife, 

Our old initials on the waU ; 
Here rest — their keen vibratjona rante— 

The shout of voices known so well. 
The rin^ng langh, the wiuling flute, 

The chiding of the sharp- ton gned bell. 

Here, clad in burning robes, are laid 
Life's blossomed joys, untimely shed; 
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And here thote cherished fonni hftve Btrajed 
We miM awhile, and oall them dead. 

What irisard filU the maddeniDg glass? 
What soil the enchanted duster* grew. 

That bnried paisioDS wake and pass 
In beaded drape of fierj dew? 

Nay, take the cup of blood-red wine, — 

Onr hearts can boost a warmer glow, 
Filled &om a viotage more divine, — 

Calmed, bat not chilled by winter's snowl 
To-night the palest wave we sip 

Bich Bs the priceless dranght shall be 
That wet the bride of Cana'a lip, — 

The wedding wine of Oalileel 



VI. 

Sm has many took, but a lie is the handle which 
fits them alL 

— I think, Sir, — said the divinity-student, — you 
must intend that for one of the sayings of the Seven 
Wise Men of B(»ton you were speaking of the other 
day. 

I thank you, my young friend, — was my reply, — 
hut I must say something better than that, before I 
could pretend to £11 out the number. 

— The RchoolmistresB wanted to know how many of 
these sayings there were on record, and what, and hy 
whom said. 

— Why, let us see, — there is that one of Benjamin 
Franklin, " the great Bostonian," after whom this lad 
was named. To he sure, he stud a great many wise 
things, — and I don't feel sure he did n't borrow this, 
— he speaks aA if it were old. But then he applied it 
BO neatly 1 — 
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" He that has onoe done you a kindneas will be 
more ready to do you Saother than he whom you your- 
self have obliged." 

Then there is that glorious Epicurean paradox, ut- 
tered by my friend, the Historian, in one of his flasfar 
ing momenta : — 

" Give us the luxuries of life, and we will dispense 
with its necessaries." 

To these must oerttunly be added that other saying 
of one of the wittiest of men : — 

" Good Americans, when they die, go to Paris." 

— The divinity-student looked grave at this, bat 
said nothing. 

The Bchoolmistress spoke out, and said she did n't 
think the wit meant any irreverence. It was only an- 
other way of saying, Paris is a heavenly place after 
New York or Boston. 

A jaunty-looking person, who had come in with the 
young fellow they call John, — evidently a stranger, — 
said there was one more wise man's saying that he had 
heard ; it was about our place, but he did n't know 
who said it. — A civil curiosity was manifested by the 
company to hear the fourth wise saying. I heard him 
distinctly whispering to the young fellow who brought 
him to dinner, Shall I tell it ? To which the answer 
was. Go ahead/ — Well, — he s^d, — this was what 
I heard : — 

" Boston State-House is tke hub of the solar system. 
You couldn't pry that out of a Boston man if you 
had the tire of all creation straightened out for a 
crowbar." 

Sir, — said I, — I am gratified with your remark. 
It expresses with pleasing vivacity that which I have 
sometames heard uttered with m^gnaat dulness. The 
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Balire of the remark is esseatiaUy true of Boston, — 
and of all otlier considerable, — and inconsiderable^ — 
places with which I have had the privilege of being 
acquainted. CoclmeyB think London is (he only place 
in the world. Frenchmen — you remember the line 
about Paris, the Court, the World, ete. — I recollect 
well, by the way, a sign in that city which ran thus : 
" Hdtel de rUnivers et des Etata Unis ;" and as Paris 
is the universe to a Frenchman, of couree the United 
States are outside of it. — " See Naples and then die." 
It is quite as bad with smaller places. I have been 
about, lecturing, you know, and have found tlie follow- 
ing propositions to hold true of all of tliem. 

1. The axis of the earth sticks out visibly throng 
the centre of each and every town or city. 

2. If more than fifty years have passed since its 
foundation, it is affectionately styled l^ the inhabit- 
ants the " good old town of " — (whatever its name 
may happen to be.) 

8. Every collection of its inhabitants that comes to- 
gether to listen to a stranger is invariably declared to 
be a " remarkably intelligent audience." 

4. The climate of the place is particularly favorable 
to longevity. 

5. It contains several perscms of vast talent little 
known to the world. (One or two of them, you may 
perhaps chance to remember, sent short pieces to the 
" Pactolian " some time since, which were " respect- 
fnlfy declined.") 

Boston is just like other places of its size ; — only, 
perhaps, considering its excellent fish-market, paid 
fire-department, superior monthly publications, and 
correct habit of spelling the English language, it has 
some right to look down on the mob of cities. I 'U 
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tell you, though, if you want to know it, what is the 
real offence of Boston. It drains a large water-shed 
of its intellect, and will not itaelf be drained. If it 
would only send away its firat-rate men, instead of ito 
second-rate ones (no offence to &e well-known excep- 
tions, of which we are always proud), we should be 
spared snch epigrammatie remarks ae that which the 
gentleman has quoted. There can never be a real me- 
tropolis in this country, nntil the biggest centre can 
drain the leaser ones of their telent and wealth. — I 
have observed, by the way, that the people who really 
live in two great cities are by no means so jealous <^ 
each other as are those of smaller cities situated within 
the intellectual basin, or suction-range, of one large 
one, of the pretensions of any other. Don't you see 
why ? Because their promising young author and ris- 
ing lawyer and large capitalist have been drained off to 
the neighboring big city, — their prettiest girl has 
been exported to the same market ; all their ambition 
pointa there, and all their thin gilding of glory comes 
from there. I bate little toad-eating cities. 

— Would I be so good as to specify any particular 
example ? — Oh, — an example ? Did you ever see a 
bear-trap ? Never ? Well, should n't you like to see 
me put my foot into one ? Wit^ sentiments of the 
highest consideration I must b^ leave to be excused. 

Besides, some of the smaller cities are charming. If 
they have an old church or two, a few stately man- 
sions of former grandees, here and there an old dwell- 
ing with the second story projecting (for the coaven- 
ience of shooting the Indians knocking at the front- 
door with their tomahawks), — if they have, scattered 
about, those mighty square houses built something 
more than half a oentoiy ago, and standing like arohi- 
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tectnral boulders dropped by the former diluvium of 
vealtb, whoae reflu^it wave has left them as its monu- 
ment, — if they have gardens with elbowed apple-trees 
that push their branches over the high board-fence 
and drop their f nut on the side-walk, — if they have 
a little grass in the side-streets, enough to betoken 
quiet without proclaiming decay, — I think I could go 
to pieces, after my life's work were done, in one of 
those tranquil places, as sweetly as in any cradle that 
an old man may be rocked to sleep in. I visit such 
spots always with infinite delight. My friend, the Poet, 
says, that r^idly growing towns are moat unfavor- 
able to the im^inative and reflective faculties. Let a 
man live in one of these old quiet places, he says, and 
the wine of his soul, which is kept thick and turbid by 
the rattle of busy streets, settles, and, as you hold it up, 
you may see the sun through it by day and the stars 
by night. 

— Do I think that the little villages have the con- 
ceit of the great towns? — I don't believe there is 
much difference. You know how they read Pope's 
line in the smallest town in our State of Massachu- 
setts ? — Well, they read it 

" All are but parta of one Btnpendous Holl I" 

Every person's feelings have a frontdoor and a 
side-door by which they may be entered. The front- 
door is on the street. Some keep it always open ; 
some keep it latched ; some, locked ; some bolted, — 
with a chain that will let you peep in, but not ^t in ; 
and some nail it up, so that nothing can pass its 
threshold. This frontdoor leads into a passage which 
opens into an ante-room, and this into the interior 
apartments. The side-door opens at once into the 
sacred chambers. 
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There is almost always at least one key to this side- 
door. This ia carried for years hidden in a mother's 
bosom. Fathers, brothers, sisters, and friends, often, 
but by no means so luuversally, hfve duplicates of it 
The wedding-ring conveys a right to one ; alas, if none 
is given with it I 

If nature or accident has put one of these keys 
into the bands of a person who has the torturing in- 
stinct, I can only solemnly pronounce the words that 
Justice utters over its doomed victim, — The Lord 
have mera/ on your sovl ! Yon will probably go mad 
within a reasonable time, — or, if you are a man, nm 
ofi and die with your head on a curb-stone, in Mel- 
bourne ox Sao Francisco, — or, if you are a woman, 
quarrel and break your heart, or, turn into a pale, 
jointed petrifaction that moves about as if it were 
alive, or play some real life-tragedy or other. 

Be very careful to whom you trust one of these keys 
of the side-door. The fact of possessing one renders 
those even who are dear to you very terrible at times. 
You can keep the world out from your front-door, or 
receive visitors only when you are ready for them ; 
bnt those of your own flesh and blood, or of certain 
grades of intima^^, can come in at the side-door, if 
they will, at any hour and in any mood. Some of 
them have a scale of your whole nervous system, and 
can play all the gamut of your sensibilities in semi- 
tones, — touching the naked nerve-pulps as a pianist 
strikes the keys of his instrument. I am satisfied 
that there are as great masters of this nerve-playing 
as Yieuxtemps or Thalbei^ in their lines of perfonn- 
ance. Married life is the school in which the moat 
accomplished artists in this department are found. A 
delicate woman is the best instrument ; she has auch 
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a magnifioent compass of sensibilities I Frcnn the deep 
inward moan vhicli follows pressure on the great 
nerraa of right, to the sharp ciy as the filaments of 
taste are struck with a crashing sweep, is a range 
which no other jiistrument possesses. A few exercises 
on it daily at home fit a man wonderfully for his 
habitual labors, and refresh him immensely aa be re- 
turns from them. No stranger can get a great many 
notes of torture out of a human soul ; it takes one that 
knows it well, — parent, child, brother, sister, inti> 
mate. Be very careful to whom you give a side-door 
key ; too many have them already. 

— You remember the old story of the tender-hearted 
man, who placed a frozen viper in his bosom, and was 
stung by it when it became thawed ? If we take a 
cold-blooded creature into our bosom, better that it 
should sting us and we should die than that its chill 
should slowly steal into our hearts ; warm it we never 
can ! I have seen faces of women that were fair to 
look upon, yet one could see that the iciclesVere form- 
ing round tiiese women's hearts. I knew what freez- 
ing inu^ lay on the white breasts beneath the laces 1 

A very simple intellectual mechanism answers the 
necessities of friendship, and even of the most inti- 
mate relations of life. If a watoh t«lls us the hour 
and Uie minute, we can be content to carry it about 
with ua f or a life-time, though it has no second-hand 
and is not a repeater, nor a musical wateh, — ibongh 
it is not enamelled nor jewelled, — in short, though 
it has little beyond the wheels required for a trust- 
worthy instrument, added to a good face and a pair of 
useful bands. The more wheels there are in a watoh 
or a br^, the more trouble they are to take care of. 
The movements of exaltation which belong to genius 
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we e^tistio by their very nature. A calm, clear 
mind, not subject to the spasma and crises which ore 
BO often met with in creative or intensely perceptive 
natures, is the best basis for lore or friendship. ~— Ob- 
serve, I am talking about tniTtds^ I won't say, the 
more intellect, the less capacity for loving ; for that 
would do wrong to the onderstanding and reason ; — 
but, on the other hand, that the brain often runs 
away with the heart's best blood, which gives the 
world a few pi^es of wisdom or sentiment or poetry, 
instead of making one other heart happy, I have no 
question. 

If one's intimate in love or friendship cannot or does 
not share all one's intellectual tastes or pursuits, that 
is a small matter. Intellectual companions can be 
foimd easily in men and books. After all, if we 
thmk of it, most of the world's loves and friendships 
have been between people that could not read nor 
spell. 

But to radiate the heat of the afEectiona into a clod, 
which absorbs all that is poured into it, bat never 
warms beneath the sunshine of smiles or the pressure 
of hand or lip, — this is the great martyrdom of sen- 
sitive beings, — most of all in that perpetual auto da/S 
where young womanhood is the sacrifice. 

— You noticed, perhaps, what I just said about the 
loves and friendships of illiterate persons, — that is, of 
the human race, with a few exceptions here and there. 
I like books, — I was bom and bred among them, and 
have the easy feeling, when I get into their presence, 
that a stable-boy has among horses. I don't think I 
undervalue them either as companions or instructors. 
But I can't help remembering that the world's great 
men have not commonly been great scholars, nor its 
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great scholars great men. The Hebrew patriarchs 
had small libnuiea, I think, if any ; yet they lepresent 
to our imagiuatioos a very (xmaplete idea of manhood, 
and, I think, if we oould ask in Abraham to dine with 
OB men of letters next Saturday, we should feel hoo- 
ored by his company. 

What I wanted to say about books is this : that 
there are times in which every active mind feels itself 
above any and all human books. 

— I think a man must have a good opinion of him- 
self, Sir, — said the divinity-student, — who should 
feel himself above Shakspeare at any time. 

My young friend, — I replied, — the man who is 
never conscious of a state of feeling or of intellectual 
effort entirely beyond expression by any fonn of 
words whatsoever is a mere creature of language. I 
can hardly believe there are any such men. Why 
think for a moment of the power of music. The 
nerves that make us alive to it spread oat (so the 
Professor tells me) in the most sensitive r^on of the 
marrov, juat where it is widening to run upwards 
into the hemispheres. It has its seat in the region of 
sense rather than of thought. Yet it produces a con- 
tinuous and, as it were, logical sequence of emotional 
and intellectual changes ; but how different from 
trains of thought proper! how entirely beyond the 
reach of symbols! — Think of human passions as com' 
pared with all phrases I Did yon ever hear of a man's 
growing lean by the reading of "Romeo and JuUet," 
or blowing his brains out because Desdemona was ma- 
ligned 7 There are a good msaj symbols, even, that 
are more expressive than words. I remember a young 
wife who luid to part with her husband for a time. 
She did not write a mournful poem ; indeed, she was 
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a silent penoo, and perhaps hardly said a word abont 
it ; but she quietly turned of a deep orange color with 
jaundice. A great many people in this worid have 
but one form of rhetorie for dieir profonndest ezperi- 
cnees, — namely, to waste away and die. When a 
man can read, his paroxysm of feeling is passing. 
When be can read, his thought has slackened its 
hold. — Yon talk about reading Shakspeare, using 
him as an expression for the hi^iest intellect, and you 
wonder that any common person should be bo pre- 
sumptuous as to suppose his thought can rise above 
the text which lies before him. But think a m<nnent. 
A child's reading of Shakspeare is one thing, and 
Coleridge's or Sohlegel's reading of him is another. 
The saturation-point of each mind differs from that of 
every other. But I think it is as true for the small 
mind which can only take up a little as for the great 
one which takes up mach, that the suggestive trains 
of thought and feeling ought always to rise above — 
not the author, but Uw reader's mental version of the 
author, whoever he may be. 

I think most riders of Shakspeare sometimes find 
themselves thrown into exalted mental conditions like 
those produced by masic. Then they may drop the 
book, to pass at once into the re^on of thought with- 
out words. We may happen to be very dull folks, 
you imd I, and probably are, unless there is some par- 
ticular reason to suppoee the contrary. But we get 
glimpses now and then of a sphere of spiritual possi- 
bilities, whece we, dull as we are now, may sail in vast 
circles round the largest compass of earthly intelli- 
gences. 

— I confess there are times when I feel like the 
friend I mentioned to you some time ago, — I hate 
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the very sight of a hook. Sometmies it hecomea id- 
moBt a physical necessity to talk out what is in the 
mind, before putting anything else into it It is very 
bad to have thoughts and feelings, which were meant 
to eome out in talk, strike in, as they say of some 
complaints Uiat ought to show outwardly. 

I always believed in life rather than in books. I 
suppose every day of earth, with its hundred thou- 
sand deaths and sometiiing more of births, — with its 
loves and hatee, its triumphs and defeats, its pangs 
and blisses, has mor« of humanity in it than all the 
books that were ever written, put together. I believe 
the flowers growing at this moment send up more fra- 
grance to heaven than was ever exhaled from all the 
essences ever distilled. 

— Don't I read up various matters to talk about at 
this table or elsewhere? — No, lliat is the last thing I 
would do. I will tell you my rule. Talk about those 
subjects you have had long in your mind, and listen 
to what oihers say about subjects you have studied 
but recently. Knowledge and timber should n't be 
much used till they are seasoned. 

— Physiologists and metaphysi<nans have had their 
attention turned a good deal of late to the automatic 
and involuntary actions of the mind. Put an idea 
into your intelligence and leave it there an hour, a 
day, a year, without ever having occasion to refer to 
it. When, at last, you return to it, you do not find it 
as it was when acquired. It has domiciliated itself, 
so to speak, — become at home, — entered into rela- 
tions with your other thoughts, and integrated itself 
with the whole fabric of the mind. — Or take a simple 
and familiar example ; Dr. Carpenter haa adduced it. 
You forget a mime, in ccmversation, — go on talking 
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without makiiig any effort to recall it, — and presently 
the mind evolves it by its own involuntary and uncon- 
scious action, while you were pursuing another train 
of thought, and the name rims of itself to your lips. 

There are some curious obserratioiu I should like 
to make about the mental machinery, but I think we 
are getting rather didactic. 

— I should be gratified, if Benjamin Franklin 
would let me know something of his progress in the 
French language. I rather liked that exercise be read 
us the other day, though I must confess I should 
hardly dare to translate it, for fear some peojde in a 
remote cily where I once lived might think I was 
drawing their portraits. 

— Yes, Paris is a famous place for societies. X 
don't know whether the piece I mentioned from the 
French author waa intended simply as Natural His- 
tory, or whether there was not a little malice in his 
description. At any rate, when I gave my translation 
to B. F. to turn back again into French, one reason 
was that I thought it would sound a little bald in 
English, and some people might think it was meant 
to have some local bearing or other, — which the 
author, of course, didn*t mean, inaBmnch as he could 
not be acquainted wiHt anything on this side of the 
water. 

[The above remarks were addressed to the school- 
mistress, to whom I handed the paper after looking it 
over. The divinity-student came and read over her 
shoulder, — very curious, apparently, but his eyes wan- 
dered, I thought. Fancying that her breatting was 
somewhat hurried and high, or thoracic, as my friend, 
the Professor, calls it, I watched her a little more 
closely. — It is none of my business. — After all, it is 
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ibe imponderables that move the world, — heat, eleo-' 
tricity, love. — Sabet f] 

This is the piece that Benjamin Franklin made into 
boarding-school French, such as you see here; don't 
expect too much; — Hie mistakes give a relish to it, I 

LES socrfiTfia poltphtsiophilosophiques. 

Cks Soci^t^ li Bont line lattitutioD poor suppler anx besoina 
d'«sp(it et 3e cteur de oet iDdWiduB qui ont turrfcu k leura Amo- 
tions i I'dgard du be»u Mse, et qui n'ont pai la diBtraction de 
I'habitnde de boire. 

Four deventr membre d'une de ces Soci^t&, od doit avoir le 
moins de cheTeux possible. S'il j en reste pluBieurs qui resisteat 
anx d^pilaUnres naturellea et autres, on doit avoir quelques con- 
nalssBiiceB, n'importe dans quei genre. Dis le roomeDt qu'on 
ooTre la porte de la Soci^t^, on a no grand int^rfit dans taut«s 
les choses dont on ne Bsit rien, Ainsi, un microBcopiBte d^mootre 
nn noureau ^flexor du tarn d'un melalontha vulgarin. Donze ss- 
vans improTis^, portaoB des besides, et qui ne connaissent rien 
des insectes, si ce n'est les morsnres du ealex, se pr^ipitent suf 
I'instrament, et voient, — nne grande bulle d'air, dont ils s'^ner- 
Teillent avec effusion. Ce qui est un spectacle plein d'inatruc- 
tion, — pour ceux qui ne sout pas de ladite 8oci4t6, Tous les 
tnembres regardent les cliimistes en particulier avec ua air d'in- 
telligence parfaite pendant qu'ils prouvent dana nn discours 
d'nne demibeure que 0* N* H* C* etc. fout quelqne chose qui 
n'est bonne i rien, mus qui probablement a une odeur tr^ 
d^s^r^able, selon I'babitude des produiti chimiques. Apr^a cellk 
vient un mathtoaticien qui vous bourre avec des a -j- ( et toos 
rapporte enRn nn x-\-i/, done tous n'avez pas besoin et qui ne 
cliaoge nullement vos relations avec la vii:. Un nsCuraliste tous 
parte des Cormadons spdciales des animaux ciceasiTement tncon- 
nua, dont voua n'avez jamua soup9onn^ I'existeoce. Ainsi il 
Toua d^crit lea follict^ei de I'appendix Kermiforma d'un dzig- 
guetai. Toua ne savez pas ce que c'est qu'nn follicule. Vous 
ne savez paa ce que c'est qu'un appendix vermifiirmii. Toua 
n'avez jamua entendu parler da dzigguetai. Ainsi voua gagnez 
toutes cea cwmMssances & la fois, qui s'attaohent k votre esprit 
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comme I'eu ftdb^re aux plnmeB d'un canard. On connkit tontei 
lea langnes ex officio en deTenODt membre d'une de net SociA^ 
Ainii quand oa entend lire ud Euai Mt lei dialectea Tchnt- 
chieus, OD compread lout celk de iniM, et ■'iastniit iavrmi- 

11 J a deux eipbce* d'indiTidus qa'on tronT« toujoon k cu 
Soci^^B : 1* Le membre k queaUoni; 2* Le membra k " Bj' 

La qutstion ett nne ap&UliU. Cetai qui en fut metier ne twil 
jamais dei Hpontes. ]ja qneation eat nne manifere tiii commode 
de dire les clioses gnivaDteir " Me vt^kl Je ae tnia paa touil, 
moi, — je reipire encoret J'ai del id^ei, — Tojec mon Intel- 
ligence I Voni ne crojies pu, Toni Mitres, que je Mvaia qaelque 
choae de cellt! Ah, noiu btoqi un pen de Nigacit4, royez voul 
Notu ne lommes nullement la bfite qu'on peasel" — Lefaittiir 
de queilioru donne pm d'atlenlion aux r/porutt gu'on fait; et 
n'ettpat li dan* ta ipecialiti, 

Le membre & "Bylaws" eit le bouchon de toates lesrimotioDS 
moOBseoseB et g^n^reasea qai Be montrent dani la Soci^U. C'est 
un empereur mauqa^, — an tyran It la troisifeme trituration. 
C'eBt UD esprit dur, bom^, exact, grand dam lei petiteBiei, petit 
dam tea grandeurs, lelon le mot du grand Jefferson. On ne 
I'ume pas dani la Soci^t^ mais on le reipecte et ou le craint. 
II n'y a qu'un mot pour ce membre audesiui de " Bjlaws.'* Ce 
mot est pour lui ce que I'Om est aux Hindoui. C'est sa reli^on; 
il a'y a rien audelb. Ce mot Ik c'est la Conbtttdtiok I 

Lesditei Soci^t& publient des feailletona de tems en terns. 
On lea trouTe abandonnds i. aa porte, nus comme des enfani 
Douveaunds, faute de membrane cutan^e, ou mSme papyrac^. 
Si on aime la botanique, on j trouve une m^moire BUr les 
coquilles ; li on fait des etudes zodlogiques, on trouve an grand 
tas deq'^ — 1, ce qui doit Stre iefinim eat plus commode qne 
les encycloptiiea. Aiusi il cat clair comme la m^taphysique 
qu'oD doit deveair membre d'une Soci^t^ telle que nous d^- 



Reettlepowle D^pUaioirePligiiophUo$ophi^tit. 

Chftux vive lb. 11. Eau bouillante Oj. 

D^pilez avec. Poliiicz eoeuite. 

- 1 told die boy that liis translation into French 
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was creditable to him ; and some of the company wisb- 
ing to hear what there was in the piece tiiat made me 
smile, I turned it into English for them, as well as I 
could, on the spot. 

The landlady's daughter seemed to be much amused 
by the idea that a depilatory could take the place of 
literary and scientaBc accomplishments ; she wanted 
me to print the piecet so that she might send a copy of 
it to her cousin in Mizzourah ; she did n't think he 'd 
have to do anything to tbe outside of his bead to get 
into any of the Bocieties ; he had to wear a wig once, 
when he played a part in a tabullo. 

No, — said I, — I should n't think of printing that 
in English. I '11 tell you why. Ab sood as you get a 
few thousand people together in a town, there is some- 
body that every sharp thing you say is sure to hit. 
What if a thii^ was written in Paris or in Pekin ? — 
that makes no difference. Everybody in those cities, 
or almost everybody, has bis counterpart here, and in 
all large places. — You never studied averages^ as I 
have had occasion to. 

I '11 tell you bow I came to know bo much about av- 
erages. There was one season when I was lecturing, 
commonly, five evenings in the week, through most 
of the lecturing period. I soon found, as most speak- 
ers do, that it was pleasanter to work one lecture than 
to keep several in band. 

— Don't you get sick to death of one lecture ? — 
said the landlady's daughter, — who Had a new dress 
on that day, and was in spirits for conversation. 

I was going to talk about averages, — I said, — but 
I have no objection to telling you about lectures, to 
begin with. 

A new lecture always has a certain excitement con- 
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nected with its deliveiy. One thinks well of it, as of 
most things fresh from his mind. After a few deliv- 
eries of it, one gets tired and then disgusted with its 
repetition. Go on delivering it, and the disgust 
passes off, untdl, after one has repeated it a hundred 
or a . himdred and Sity times, be rather enjoys the 
himdred and first or himdred and fifty-first time, be- 
fore a new audience. Bat this is on one condition, — 
that he never lays the lecture down and lets it cooL 
If he does, there comes on a loathing for it which is 
intense, so that the sight of the old battered manu- 
script is as bad as sea-sickness. 

A new lecture ia just like any other new tool. We 
use it for a while with pleasure. Then it blisters our 
hands, and we hate to touch it By and by our hands 
get oalloos, and then we have no longer any sensitive- 
ness about it. But if we give it i^, the calluses dis- 
appear; and if we meddle with it again, we miss the 
novelty and get the blisters. — The story is often 
quoted of WUtefield, that he eaii a sermon was good 
for nothing until it had been preadted forty times. 
A lecture does n't begin to be old until it has passed 
its hundredth delivery ; and some, I think, have doub- 
led, if not quadrupled, that number. These old lec- 
tures are a man's best, commonly ; they improve by ^;e, 
also, — like the pipes, fiddles, and poems I told you 
of the other day. One learns to make the most of 
their strong points and to carry off their weak ones, — 
to take out the really good things which don't tell on 
the audience, and pat in cheaper thii^ that do. All 
this degrades him, of course, but it improves the lec- 
ture for general delivery. A thoroughly popular lec- 
ture ought to have nothing in it which five hundred 
people cannot all take in a flash, just as it is uttered- 
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— No, indeed, — I Bhould be very aorry to aay any- 
tbing disrespectful of audiences. I have been kindly 
treated by a great many, and may occasionaUy face 
one hereafter. But I tell you the average intellect 
of five hundred persons, taken as they come, is not 
very high. It may be sound and safe, so far as it 
goes, but it is not very rapid or profound. A lecture 
ought to be something which all can understand, about 
something which interests everybody. I think, that, 
if any experienced lecturer gives you a different ao- 
cotmt from this, it will probably be one of those elo- 
quent or forcible speakers who hold an audience by 
the charm of their manner, whatever they talk about, 
— even when they don't talk very welL 

But an average, which was what I meant to speak 
about, is one of the most extraordinary subjects iA ob- 
servation and study. It is awful in its uniformity, in 
its automatic necessity of action. Two conunnnities 
of ants or bees are exactly alike in all their actions, so 
far as we can see. Two lycenm assemblies, of five 
hundred each, are so nearly alike, that they are abso- 
lutely undistinguishable in many cases by any definite 
mark, and there is nothing but the place and time by 
which one can tell the " reniarkably intelligent audi- 
ence" of a town in New York or Ohio from <me in 
any New England town of similar size. Of course, if 
any principle of selection has conie in, as in those 
special associations of young men which are common 
in cities, it deranges the uniformily of the assemblage. 
But let there be no such interfering circumstances, 
and one knows pretty well even the look the audience 
wiU have, before he goes in. Front seats ; a few old 
folks, — shiny-headed, — slant up best ear towards 
the speaker, — drop ofE asleep after a while, when the 
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air be^ns to get a little naiootio with earbonic aoid. 
Bright women's faces, young and middle-aged, a little 
behind tiiese, bat toward Uie front, — (pick out the 
beat, and lecture mainly to that.) Here and there a 
coontenance, sharp and scfaolarlike, and a dozen pretty 
female ones sprinkled about. An indefinite number 
of piurs of young people, — happy, but not always 
very attentive. Boys, in the background, more or less 
quiet. Doll faces, here, there, — in bow many places! 
I don't say dull people^ but faces without a ray of 
sympathy or a movement of expression. Th^ are 
what hill the lecturer. These negative faces with 
their vacuous eyes and sttmy lineaments pump and 
suck the warm soul out of him ; — that is the chief 
reason why lecturers grow so pale before the season is 
over. They render latent any amount of vital calorio ; 
they act on our minds as those cold-blooded oieatures 
I was taking about act on our hearts. 

Oat of all these inevitable elements the audience is 
generated, — a great compound vertebrate, as much 
like fifty others yon have seen as any two miunTini.1« of 
the same species are like each otiher. Each audience 
laughs, and esch cries, in just the same places of your 
lecture ; that is, if you make one laugh or cry, yon 
make all. Even those little indescribable movements 
which a lecturer takes eogimiaice of, just as a driver 
votioes his horse's cooking bis ears, are sore to coma 
in exactly the same place of your lecture always. I 
declare to yon, t^at as the monk stud about the pic- 
ture in the convent,— that he sometimes thought the 
hving tenants were the shadows, and the painted fig- 
ures the realities, —I have sometimes felt as if I were 
a wandering spirit, and t^is great unchanging multi- 
vertebrate which I faced night after ni^t was (me 
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ever-listening animal, wUcli vritlied along after me 
wherever I fled, and coiled at my feet every evening, 
turning up to me tiie same sleepless eyes which 1 
thought I had dosed with my last drowsy incantation I 

— Oh yes 1 A thousand kindly and courteous acts, 
— a thousand faces that melted individually out of my 
recollection as the April snow melts, but only to steal 
away and find the beds of flowers wboee roots are 
memory, but which blossom in |?oetry and dreams. I 
am not ungrateful, nor unconBcioua of all the good 
feeling and intelligence everywhere to be met with 
through the vast parish to which the lecturer minis- 
ters. But ^en I set forth, leading a string of my 
mind's daughters to market, as the oountry>folk fetch 
in their strings of horses — Pardon me, that was a 
coarse fellow who sneered at the sympathy wasted on 
an unhappy lecturer, as if, because he was decently 
paid for his . services, he had therefore sold his sen- 
sibilitieB. — Family men get dreadfully homesick. In 
the remote and bleak village the heart returns to Hie 
red blaze of the logs in one's fireplace at home. 

" There are bis young barbarisins all at pUf ," — 

if he owns any youthful sav^es. — No, the world has 
a million roosts for a man, but only one nest 

— It is a fine thing to be an oracle to which an ap- 
peal is always made in all discussions. The men of 
facts wait their turn in grim silence, with that slight 
tensiott about die nostrils which the consciousness of 
carrying a " settler " in the form of a fact or a re- 
volver gives the individual thus armed. When a per- 
son is really full of information, and does not abuse it 
to crush conversation, his part is to that of the real 
talkers what the instrumental accompaniment is in a 
trio or quartette of vocalists. 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AnroCBAT OF THE BBEAKFABT-TABLE. 143 

— Wliat do I mean by the real talkers 7 — Why, 
the people vith freah ideas, of coarse, and plenty of 
good warm words to dress them in. Facta always 
yield the place of honor in conversation, to thoaghts 
about facts ; but if a false note is uttered, down comes 
the finger on the key and the man of facts asserts bis 
true dignity. I have known three of these men of 
facta, at least, who were always formidable, — and one 
of th^a was tyrannicaL 

— Yes, a man sometimes makes a grand appear- 
ance on a particular occasion ; but these men knew 
something about almost everything, and never made 
mistakes. — He ? Veneers in first-rate style. The 
mahogany scales off now and then in spots, and then 

you see the cheap light stuff. — I found very fine 

in conversational information, the other day when we 
were in company. The talk ran iqwn mountains. He 
was wonderfully well acquainted with the leading 
facts about the Andes, the Apennines, and the Ap- 
palachians ; he had notidng in particular to say about 
Ararat, Ben Nevis, and various other mountains that 
were mentioned. By and by some Revolutionary anec- 
dote came up, and he showed singular familiarity with 
the lives of the Adamses, and gave many details re- 
lating to Major Andr^. A point of Natural History 
being suggested, he gave an excellent account of the 
air-bladder of fishes. He was very full upon the sub- 
ject of agriculture, but retired from the conversation 
when horticulture was introduced in the discussion. So 
he seemed well acquainted with the geol(^ of anthrar 
cite, but did not pretend to know anything of other 
kinds of ooaL There was something so odd about the 
extent and limitations of his knowledge, that I sus- 
pected all at once what might be the meaning of it, 
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and wuted till I got an opportunity. — Have yon 
ae^ the " New American Cyclopsedia ? " said I. — I 
have, be replied ; I received an early copy. — How 
far does it go ? — He turned red, and answered, — 
To Araguay. — Oh, said I to myself, — not quite bo 
far as Ararat ; — that is the reason he knew nothing 
aboat it ; but he must hare read all the rest straight 
through, and, if he can remember what is in this 
Ttdume until he has read all those which are to come, 
he will know more than I ever thought he would. 

Since I had this experience, I hear tliat somebody 
else has related a similar story. I did n't borrow it 
for all that. — I made a comparison at table some 
time since, which has often been quoted and received 
many compliments. It was that of the mind of a 
bigot to the pupil of the eye ; the more light yoo pour 
on it, the more it contracts. The simile is a very ob- 
vious, and, I suppose I may now say, a happy one ; for 
it has jnst been shown me that it occurs in a Preface 
to certmn Political Poems of Thomas Moore's, pub- 
lished long before my remark was repeated. When a 
person of fair character for literary honesty uses an 
image such as another has employed before him, the 
presumption is, that he has struck upon it independent- 
ly, or unconsciously recalled it, supposing it bis own. 

Tt is impossible to tell, in a great many cases, 
whether a comparison which suddenly 8a$$;est6 itself 
is a new conception or a recollection. I told you the 
other day that I never wrote a line of verse that seemed 
to me comparatively good, but it appeared old at once, 
and often as if i*; bad been borrowed. But I confess I 
never suspected the above comparison of being old, ex- 
cept from the fact of its obviousness. It is proper, 
however, that I proceed by a formal instrument to re- 
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Hnqaish all claim to any property in an idea ^Ten ta 
the world at about the time when I had just joined the 
class in which Master Thomas Moore was then a some- 
what advanced scholar. 

I, therefore, in full possession of my native honesty, 
but knowing the liability of all men to be elected to 
public (^ce, and for that reason feeling uncertain how 
soon I may be in danger of losing it, do hereby re- 
nounce all el^m to being considered iiie^rst person 
who gave utterance to a certain simile or comparison 
referred to in the accompanying documents, and relat- 
ing to the pnjttl of the eye on the one part and the 
mind of the bigot on the other. I hereby relinquish 
all glory and profit, and especially all claims to letters 
from autograph collectors, founded upon my supposed 
property in the above comparison, — knowing well, 
that, according to the laws of literature, they who 
speak first hold the fee of the thing said. I do also 
agree that all Kditors of Cyclopffidiaa and Biographical 
Dictionaries, all Publishers of Reviews and Papers, 
and all Critica writing therein, shall be at liberty to 
retract or qualify any opinion predicated on the sup- 
position that I was the sole and undisputed author of 
the above comparison. But, inasmuch as I do affirm 
that the comparison aforesaid was uttered by me in 
the firm belief that it was new and wholly my own, 
and as I have good reason to think that I had never 
seen or heard it when first expressed by me, and as it 
is well known that different persons may indepen- 
dently ntter the same idea, — as is evinced by that 
familiar line from Donatus, 

" PBreont Illi qui anta DOS noitra dizeTDnt," — 
now, therefore, I do request by this insbrument that 
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all well-disposed persons will abstain from asserting or 
implying that I am open to any accusation whatsoever 
touching the- said eompariscoi, and, if they have so as- 
serted or implied, that they will have the manliness . 
forthwith to retract the same assertion or insiiiuatioti. 

I think few persons have a greater di^nst for 
plagisfiam than myself. If I had even snapected that 
the idea in question was borrowed, I should have di»- 
claimed originality, or meatiooed the coincidence, as I 
once did in a case where I had happened to hit on an 
idea of Swift's. — But what shall I do about these 
verses I was going to read you? I am afnud diat 
half mankind would accuse me of stealing tlieir 
thoi^hts, if I printed them. I am convinced that 
several of you, especially if yon are getting a little on 
in life, will recognize some of these sentiments as hav- 
ing passed through your consciousness at some tame. I 
can't help it, ^ it is too late now. The verses are writ- 
ten, and yon must have them, Xasten, then, and yoa 
shall hear 

WHAT WE ALL THINK. 
That age was older once Oum now 

In spite of locks nntimelf shed, 
Or MiTered on the yontfafnl brow; 

That babes make lore and children irecl. 

That snnahine had a heaven!/ glow, 

Which faded witli those " good old dttjt," 

When winters came with deeper anow, 
And autoinna wilh a softer hase. 

Hiat — mother, sister, wife, or child — 
The " best of women " each has known. 

Were school-boys ever half so wildV 
How young the grandpapas have grown I 
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That btU/or (Am our soub were free, 
And bvi/or fAof our livea were blest | 

Hut in gome seMon jet to be 

Our cares will le»re us time to rut. 

Whene'er we groan with acbe or pain, 
Some commoD ailment of the race, — 

Though doctors think the matt«r plain,— 
That ours is " a peculiar case." 

That when like babes with fingers banted 

We count one bitter masim more. 
Our teason all the world has learned, 

And men are wiaer than before. 

That when we sob o'er fancied woes. 

The angels hovering orerhead 
Count eveiy pitying drop that flows 

And love us for die t«an we shed. 

That when we stand with tearless ejs 
And tnm the beggar from our door. 

They still approve us when we sigh 
" Ah, had I but one thoutand more ! " 

That weakness smoollied the path of fin, 
In half the slips our jonth has known ; 

And whatsoe'er its blame has been, 
Tliat Mercj flowers on faults outgrown. 

Though temples crowd tlie crumbled brink 

O'erhangtng troth's eternal flow. 
Their tablets bold with what me Ihitik, 

Thtax echoes dumb to vihat tee know/ 

That one unquestioned text we rewl, 

Alt doubt bejond, alt fear above. 
Nor crackling pile nor cursing creed 

Can bum or blot it : God ib Lotk I 
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vn. 

[This partiotdar record is notewortliy principall; 
for contaimng a pi^ter by my friend, Uie Frofeasor, 
with a poem or two annexed or intercalated. I would 
suggest to young persons tliat they shoidd pass over 
it for die present, and read, instead of it, that story 
about the young man who was in love with the young 
lady, and in great trouble for something like nine 
pages, but happily married on the tenth page or there- 
aboute, which, I take it for granted, will be contained 
in the periodical where this Is found, unless it differ 
from all otlter publications of the kind. Perhaps, if 
such young people will lay the number aaida, and take 
it up ten years, or a little more, frcMtt the present time, 
they may find stmiething in it for their advantage. 
They can't possibly understand it all now.] 

My friend, tlie Professor, b^an tJ^^nf^t^g with me 
one day in a dreary sort of way. I coidd n't get at 
the difficulty for a good while, but at last it tamed 
ont that somebody had been calling him an old man. 
— He did n't mind his students calling him the old 
man, he sud. That was a technical expression, and 
he thought that he remembered hearing it applied to 
himself when he was about twenty-five. It may be 
considered as a familiar and sometimes endearing ap- 
pellation. An Irishwoman calls her husband " the old 
man," and he returns the caressing expression by 
speaking of her as " the old woman." But now, sud 
he, just suppose a case like one of these. A young 
stranger is overheard t-allring of you as a very nice old 
gentleman. A friendly and genial critic speaks of 
your green old age as illustrating the truth of some 
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axiom you had uttered with reference to that period 
of life. What / call an old man is a person vith a 
ranooth, shining crown and a fringe of scattered white 
hairs, seen in the streets on sunshiny days, stooping 
as' he walks, bearing a cane, moving cautiously and 
, slowly ; telling old stories, smiling at present follies, 
living in a narrow world of dry habits ; one that re- 
mains waking when others have dropped asleep, and 
keeps a little night-lamp-flame of life burning year 
after year, if the lamp is not upset, and there is tmly a 
careful hand held round it to prevent the puffs of wind 
from blowing the flame out. That 's what I call an 
old man. 

Now, said the Professor, you don't mean to tell me 
that I have got to that yet ? Why, bleas you, I am 
several years short of the time when — [I knew what 
was coming, and could hardly keep from laughing ; 
twenty years ago he used to quote it as one of those 
absurd speeches men of genius will ma^ and now he 
is going to aif^ from it] — several years short of the 
time when Balzao says that men are — most—- you 
know — dangerous to— the hearts of — in short, moat 
to be dreaded by duennas that have charge of suscep- 
tible females. — What age is that? stud I, statistically. 

— Fifty-two years, answered the Professor. — Balzao 
ought to know, said I, if it is true that Goethe esid of 
him that each of his stories must have been dug out of 
a woman's heart. But fifty-two is a hi^ figure. 

Stand in the light of the window, Professor, stud I. 

— The Professor took up the desired position. — You 
have white hairs, I said. — Had 'em any time these 
twenty years, said the Prof esaor. — And the crow's-foot, 
— pes anserinus, rather. — The Professor smiled, as 
I wanted him to, and the folds radiated like the ridges 
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of a half-opened fan, from the outer comer of the eyes 
to tii« temples. — And the calipers, said* I. — What 
are the caiipera ? he asked, curiously. — Why, the 
parenthesis, said I, — Parenthesis t said the Profes- 
sor ; what 'b that ? — Why locA ia the jj^tass when you 
are disposed to laugh, and see if your mouth is n't 
framed in a couple of creaoent lines, — bo, my boy ( ). 
— It 's all nonsense, said the Professor ; just look at 
my hiceps ; — and he b^an pulling off his coat to 
show me his arm. Be careful, sud I ; you can't bear 
exposure to the air, at your lime of life, as you oould 
once. — I will box with you, said the Professor, row 
with you, walk with you, ride with you, swim with 
you, or sit at table with you, for fifty dollars a side. — 
t^uck aurviveB stamina, I answered. 

The Professor went off a little out of humor. A few 
weeks afterwards he came in, looking very good-na- 
tured, and brought me a paper, which I hare here, and 
from which I shall read you some portions, if you 
dfm't object. He bad been thinking the matter over, 
he said, — had read Cicero "De Senectute," and made 
np his mind to meet old age half way. These were 
some of his reflectiona which he had written down ; so 
here you hare 

THE PROFESSOR'S PAPER. 

There is no doubt when old age begins. The hu- 
man body is a furnace which keeps in blast tbree-soore 
years and ton, more or leBS. It bums about three 
hundred pounds of carbon a year (l>eside8 other fuel), 
when in fur workii^ order, according to a great chem- 
ist's estimato. When the fire slackena, life declines ; 
when it goes out, we are dead. 

It has been shown l^ some noted French ezperi- 
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menters, that the amotint of oombuBtion incieaaes up 
to about the thirtieth year, remaiiiB Btatiimaiy to about 
forty-five, imd theu diminishes. This last is the point 
where old age starts fiom. The great fact of physical 
life is the perpetual eommerce with the elements, and . 
the fire is the measure of it. 

About this time of life, if food is plenty where yoa 
Ure, — for that, you know, regulates matrimony,— 
you may be expecting to find yourself a grandfather 
some fine morning ; a hind of domestio felicity which 
gives one a cool shiver of delight to Hank of, as among 
the not remotely possible evetits. 

I don't mind much those slipehod lines Dr. Johnson 
wrot« to Mrs. Thralc, telling her about life's declining 
from thirty-jive ; the furnace is in full blast for ten 
years longer, aa I have said. The Romans came very 
near the mark ; their age of enlistment reached from 
seventeen to forty-six years. 

What is the use of fighting agunst the seasons, or 
the tides, or the movements of the planetary bodies, or 
this ebb in the wave of life that fiows through us 7 
We are old fellows from the moment the fire begins 
to go out. Let us always behave like gentlemen when 
we are introduced to new acquaiotfuices. 

Incipit Allegaria Senectutis. 

Old Age, this is Mr. Professor ; Mr. Professor, this 
is Old Age. 

Old Age. — Mr. Professor, I hope to see you well. 
I have known yon for some time, though I think you 
did not know me. Shall we walk down the street to- 
gether? 

Professor (drawing back a little}. — We can talk 
more quietly, perhaps, in my study. Will you tell 
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me bow it ia you seem to be acquainted vith every- 
body you are iutroduoed to, tbougb he evidently coor 
aiders you an entire stranger ? 

Old Age. — I nuke it a rule never to force myself 
npon a person's recognition until I have known him 
at least ^ve years. 

Professor. — Do you mean to say that you have 
known me so long as that ? 

Old Age. — I do. I left my card on you longer 
ago than that, but I am afraid you never read it; yet 
I see you have it with you. 

Professor. — Where ? 

Old Age. — There, between yoor eyebrows, — three 
straight lines running up and down ; all the probate 
courts know that token, — " Old Age, his mark." 
Put yonr forefinger on the inner end of one eyebrow, 
and your middle finger on the inner end of the otlier 
eyebrow ; now separate the fingers, and yon will 
smooth out my sign-manual ; that 's the way you used 
to look before I left my card on you. 

Professor. — What messi^ do people generally 
•end back when you first call on them ? 

Old Age. — Not at home. Then I leave a card 
and go. Next year I call ; get Uie same answer ; leave 
another card. So for five or six, — sometimes ten 
years or more. At last, if they don't let me in, I 
break in throi^h the front door or Uie windows. 

We talked together in this way some time. Then 
Old Age siud again, — Come, let ns walk down the 
street together, — and offered me a cane, an eyeglass, 
a tippet, and a pair of over-shoes. — Xo, much 
obliged to you, said I. I don't want those things, and 
I had a little rather talk with you here, privately, in 
my study. So I dressed myself up in a jaunty way 
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and valked out alone ; — got a fall, caught a cold, 
was laid up with a lumbago, and had time to think 
over this whole matter. 

Explicit Allegoria Senectutia. 

We have settled when old age b^^ins. Like all 
Nature's processes, it is gentle and gradual iu its ap- 
proaches, strewed with illusions, and all its little griefs 
are soothed by natural sedatives. But the iron hand is 
not less Lrrerastible because it wears the velvet glove. 
The button-wood throws off its bark in large flakes, 
which one may find lying at its foot, pushed out, and 
at last pushed off, by that tranquil movement from 
beneath, which is too slow to be seen, but too power- 
ful to be arrested. One finds them always, but one 
rarely sees them falL So it is onr youth drops from 
us, — scales off, sapless and lifeless, and lays bare the 
tender and immature fresh growth of old age. Looked 
at collectively, the changes of old age appears as a 
series of personal insults and indignities, terminating 
at last in death, which Sir Thomas Browne has called 
"the very disgrace and ignominy of onr natures." 

My lady's cheek can boast no more 

The cranberry whiM and pink it wore; 

And where her shining locks divide, 

The parting line ia all too wide — 

No, no, — this will never do. Talk about men, if you 
will, but spare the poor women. 

We have a brief description of seven stages of life 
by a remarkably good observer. It is very presump- 
tuous to attempt to add to it, yet I have been struck 
with the fact that life admits of a natural analysis 
into no less than fifteen distinct periods. Taking the 
five primary divisions, infancy, childhood, youth, man- 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



154 THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEAKFA8T-TABLE. 

hood, old tige, each of these has its own three periods 
of immahirity, complete development, and decline. I 
recogoize an old baby at <mce, — witii its *' pipe and 
mug" (a stich of candy and a porringer), — so does 
everybody ; and an old child shedding its milk-teeth 
is only a little prototype of the old man shedding his 
permanent ones. Fifty or thereabouts is only the 
childhood, as it were, of old age; the graybeard 
youngster must be weaned from his late suppers now. 
So you will see that you have to make fifteen stages 
at any rate, and that it would not be hard to make 
twenty-five ; five primary, each witli five seoondaiy di- 
visions. 

The infancy and childhood of conunencing old age 
have the same ingenuous simplicity and delightful un- 
conscioasness about them that are shown l^ tlie first 
stage of the earlier periods of life. The great delusion 
of mankind is in supposing that to be individual and 
exceptional which is universal and according to law. 
A person is always etartled when be hears himself 
seriously called an old man for the first time. 

Nature gets us out of youth into manhood, as sailora 
are hnrried on board of vessels, — in a state of intoxi- 
cation. We are hustled into nmtority reeling with 
our passions and imsginations, and we have drifted 
far away from port before we awake -ont of our illa- 
sions. But to carry us out of maturity into old age, 
without our knowing where we are going, she drugs 
us with strong opiates, and so we stagger along with 
wide open ejes that see nothing until snow enough 
has fallen on onr heads to rouse our half comatose 
brains out of their stupid trances. 

There is one mark of age which strikes me more than 
any of thp physical ones ; — I mean the formation of 
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ffahits. An old mim who shrinks into him —If foUg 
into wajB which heoome as positiTe and as much he- 
^nd the rea«h of outside infinences as if they were 
governed hy clock work. The animal fouotions, as 
the physiolo^ats call them, in distinction from the 
OTffaniCi tend, in the process of deterioration to which 
age and neglect united gradually lead them, to assume 
the periodical or rhythmical type of movementL Every 
man's heart (this organ belongs, you know, to the 
organic system) has a regular mode <rf action; but 
I know a great many men whose braitia, and all their 
ToLuQtary existence flowing from their brains, have a 
systole and diastole as regular as that of the heart 
itself. Habit is the approximation of the unimiil sya- 
tem to the organic. It is a oonfesaion of failure in 
the highest function of being, which iuTolves a per- 
petual self-determination, in full view of all existing 
circumstances. But habit, you see, is au action in 
present circumstances from past motives. It is sub- 
stituting a vis a tergo for the evolution of living 
force. 

When a man, instead of burning up three hundred 
pounds of carbou a year, has got down to two hundred 
and fifty, it is pl^n enough he must economize force 
somewhere. Kow habit is a labor-saving inventioit 
which enables a man to get along with leas fuel,— 
that is all ; for fuel is force, you know, just as much 
in the page I am writing for you as in the locomotive 
or the legs which carry it to yon. Carbon is the same 
thing, whether you call it wood, or coal, or bread and 
cheese. A reverend gentleman demurred to this state- 
ment, — as if , because combustioii is asserted to be the 
sine qua non of thought, therefore thought is alleged 
to be a purely chemical process. Facts of chemistry 
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are one thing, I told bim, and facts of consciousness 
another. It can be proved to him, by a very simple 
aualysifi of some of his spare elements, that ereij Sun- 
day, when he does his duty faithfully, he uses np more 
phoephoroB out of his brain and nerves than on or- 
dinary days. But then he had his choice whether to 
do his duty, or to neglect it, and save his phosphorus 
and other combustibleB. 

It follows from all this that theformatitm qfht^nts 
ought naturally to be, as it is, the special characteriatia 
of age. As for the muscular powers, they pass tlieir 
marimnm long before the time when the true decline 
of life begins, if we may judge by the experience of 
the ring, A man is " stale," I think, in their lan- 
guage, soon after thirty, — often, no doubt, much ear^ 
lier, as gentlemen of the pugilistic profession are ex- 
ceedingly apt to keep their vital fire burning loith the 
blower up. 

— So far without fully. But in the mean time I 
have been reading the treatise, " De Senectute." It is 
not long, but is a leisurely performance. The old gen- 
tleman was sixty-three years of age when he addressed 
it to his friend, T. Pomponius Atticns, Eq., a person of 
distinction, some two or three years older. We read 
it when we are school-boys, foi^et all about it for thirty 
years, and then take it up again by a natural instinct, — 
provuled always that we read Latin as we drink water, 
without stopping to taste it, as all of ns who ever 
learned it at school or college ought to do. 

Cato is the chief speaker in the dialogue. A good 
deal of it is what would be called in vulgar phrase 
*' slow." It unpacks and unfolds incidental illustra- 
tions which a modem writer would look at the back 
of, and toss each to its pigeon-hole. I think ancient 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AUTOGBAT OF THK BBEAKFAST-TABl^ 157 

daaaicB imd ancient people are alike in the tendmoy to 
this kind of expansion. 

An old doctor came to me onoe (this is literal &ct) 
with some contrivance or other for people with bioken 
kneepans. As the patient would be confined for a 
good while, he mi^t find it dnll work to rat with his 
hands in his lap. Beading, the ingenious iuTentor 
suggested, would be an agreeable mode of passing 
the time. He mentioned, in his written aooount of 
his contrivance, various works which might amuse the 
weuy hour. I remember only three, — Don Quixote, 
Tom Jones, and Watts on the Mind. 

tt is not generally understood that Cicero's essay 
was delivered as a lyceum lecture (condo popularia) 
at the Temple of Mercury. The joamab (jaapyn) of 
the day (" Tempera Quotidiana," — " Tribunus Quir- 
inaUs," — " Pneco Bomanus," and the rest) gave ab- 
stracts of it, one of whic^ I have translated and mod- 
ernized, as bdng a substitute for the analysis I in- 
tended to make. 

IV. Kal Mart . . . 

The lecture at the Temple of Mercnry, last evening, 
was well attended by the ilUe of onr great city. Two 
hundred thousand sestertia were thought to have been 
represented in the house. The doors were besieged by 
a mob of shabby fellows (UloHm mdgvs), who were 
at length quieted after two or three had been some- 
what roughly handled (^gladio jugulati). The speaker 
was the well-known Mark Tully, £q., — the subject 
Old Age. Mr. T. has a lean and scraggy person, with 
a very onpleasant excrescence upon his nasal feature, 
from which his nickname of chickpea (Cicero) is said 
l^ some to be derived. As a lecturer is public ptop- 
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ertj, we may remark, that his oater garmeDt (toga) 
was of cheap stuff and somewhat worn, and that hit 
general style and appearance of dress and manner 
(habituM, vestitusque) were somewhat provinciaL 

The lecture consisted of an imaginary dialogue be- 
tween Cato and Ltelios. We found the first portion 
rather heavy, and retired a few m<anents for refresb- 
ment (pocula qucedam vini). — All want to reach old 
age, says Cato, and grumble when they get it ; there- 
fore they are donkeys. — The lecturer will allow us to 
say that he is the donkey ; we know we shall grumble 
at old age, but we want to live through youth and 
maohood, in epite of the troubles we shall groan over. 
— There was considerable prosing as to what old age 
can do and can't. — True, but not new. Certain^, 
old folks can't jump, — break the necks of their thigh> 
bones (Jemontm cervices'), if they do ; can't crack nuts 
with their teeth ; can't climb a greased pole (malum 
inuTictum scandere non posaunt) ; but tliey can tell 
old stories and give you good advice ; if they know 
what you have made up your mind to do when you ask 
them. — All this is well enough, but won't set the 
Tiber od fire ( THberim accendere nequaquam potest.) 

There were some clever things enough (dicta haud 
inepta), a few of which are worth reporting. — Old 
people are accused of being forgetful ; but they never 
forget where they have put their money. — Nobody is 
BO old he does n't think he can live a year. — The 
lecturer quoted an ancient maxim, — Grow old early, 
if you would be old long, — but disputed it. — Author- 
ity, he thought, was the chief privilege of ^e. — It is 
not great to have money, but fine to govern those who 
have it. — Old age begins at foriy-mx years, accord- 
ing to the common opinion. — It is not every kind of 
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old age or of wine that grows boot with time. — Some 
excellent remarks were made on immortality, but 
mainly borrowed from and credited to Plato. — Sev- 
eral pleasing anecdotes were told. — Old Milo, duun- 
pion of the heavy weights in his day, looked at hia 
arms and whimpered, " They are dead." Not so dead 
as you, you old fool, — says Cato ; — you never were 
good for anything but for your shoulders and fluiks. 
— FiaistratuB aisked Solon what made him dare to be 
BO obstinate. Old age, said Solon. 

The lecture was on the whole acceptable, and a 
credit to our cnltore and civilizadoD. — The reporter 
goes on to state that there will be no lecture next 
week, on account of the expected combat between the 
bear and the barbarian. Betting (^iponmo) two to 
one (_duo ad unum) on the bear. 

— After all, the most encottraging things I find in 
the treatise, "De Senectnte," are the stories of men 
who have found new occupations when growing old, or 
kept up their common pursuits in the extreme period 
of life. Cato learned Greek when he was old, and 
speaks of wishing to learn the fiddle, or some such 
instrument (^dihui), after the example of Socrates, 
Solon learned something new, every day, in his old 
age, as he gloried to proclaim. Cyrus pointed out 
with pride and pleasure the trees he had planted with 
his own hand. [I remember a pillar on the Duke of 
Northumberland's estate at Alnwick, with an inscrip- 
tion in similar words, if not the same. That, like 
other country pleasures, never wears out None is too 
ridi, none too poor, none too young, none too old to 
enjoy it.] There is a New England story I have heard, 
more to the point, however, than any of Cicero's. A 
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young fanner waa urged to setont some apple-trees. — 
No, said he, they we too long growing, and I don't 
vant to plant for oOter people. The young fanner's 
father vas spoken to aboat it, but he, vilih better rea- 
son, aU^fed that apple>trees were slow and life was 
fleeting. At last some one mentioned it to the old 
grandfatlier of the young farmer. He had nothing 
else to do, — so he stuck in some trees. He lived 
long enough to drink barrels of cider made from the 
apples that grew on those trees. 

As for myself, after visiting a friend lately, — [Do 
remember all the time that this is the Professor's 
paper.] — I satisfied myself that I had better concede 
the fact that, — my contemporaries are not bo young as 
they have been, — Mid that, — awkward as it is, — 
science and history agree in telling me that I can 
claim the immunities and must own the humiliations 
<rf the early sta^ of senility. Ah I but we have all 
gone down the hill together. The dandies of my time 
have split their waistbands and taken to high low 
shoes. The beauties of my recollections — where are 
they ? They have run the gauntlet of the years as well 
as I. First the years pelted them with red roses till 
their cheeks were all on fire. By and by they b^an 
throwing white roses, and that morning flash passed 
away. At last one of the years threw a snow-baU, and 
after that no year let the poor girls pass without 
throwing snow-balls. And then came rougher mis- 
siles, — ice and stones ; and from time to time an 
arrow whistled, and down went one of the poor girls. 
So there are but few left ; and we don't call those few 
girlg, but — 

Ah, me I here am I groaning just as the old Greek 
sighed Ai, «r/ and the old Soman, Eheul I have no 
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doubt we etoiild die of shame and grief at the indigni- 
ties ofEered us by age, if it were not that we see so 
many others as badly aa or worse ofi than ourselves. 
We always compare ourselves with our coutempo- 
raxies. 

[I was iDtemipted in my reading just here. Be- 
fore I began at the next breakfast, I read them these 
verses ; — I hope you will like them, and get a useful 
lesson from them.] 

THE LAST BLOSSOM. 

Thoogfa yoang no more, we bUU would dream 

Of beaatf 'b dear deluding wiles; 
The le^uea of life to graybeards seem 

Shorter tliaii boyhood's liDgeriiig miles. 

Who knows a womaD's wild caprice? 

It played with Goethe's Nlvwed h^, 
And many a Holf- Father's " niece " 

Has Boftlj Binoothed the papal chair. 

When Mixtj bids ua sigh in Tun 

To melt the heart of sweet sixteen, 
We think upon those ladies twain 

Who loved so well the tough old Dean. 

We see the Patriarch's wintry face, 

The maid of Egypt's dusky glow, 
And dream that Youth and Age embracoi 

As April violets fill with snow. 

Tranced in her Lord's Olympian smile 

His lotuB-loving Mempiiian lies, — 
The musky daughter of the Nile 

With plaited hair and almond eyes. 

Mi^ht we but share one wild cuvss 
Era life's antunnal blossoms fall, 
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And Earth'* bvwn, dinging lips imprui 
Tba long cold kui ibat waits aa aill 

Mj bosom heavee, rememberiDg yet 

The moraing of that bliasfn] day 
When Rose, the flower of apring, I met, 

And gave my rapiimd loul aw^/. 

Flnng from her eyes of poreet blue, 

A lasBo, with its leaping chain 
Ught as a loop of larkspure, flew 

O'er sense and spirit, heart and brain. 

Thon com'Et to cheer my waning age. 

Sweet vision, wiuted for so long! 
Ogre that woold seek the poet's cage 

Lured by the magic breath of songi 

She blushes! Ah, reluctant maid. 
Love's drapea« rouge tlie truth has loUt 

O'er girihood's yielding barricade 
Floats the great Leveller's crimson foldl 

Come to my arms ! — love heeds not years. 

No frost the bud <d passion knows. — 
Ha 1 what is this my frenzy hear? ? 

A voice behind me nttered, — Rose! 

Sweet was her smile, — but not for me; 

Alas, when woman looks too kind. 
Just turn your foolish hea^ and see, — 

Some youth ia walking close behindl 

As to giving up because the almanac or the Fam- 
ily-Eible says that it is about time to do it, I have no 
intention of doing any such thing. I grant you that 
I bum less carbon than some years ago. I see people 
of my standing really good for nothing, decrepit, 
effete, la l^vre inf4rmtre d^i p&td<mte, with what 
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litde life they have left mainly concentrated in their 
epigastrium. But as the disease of old age is epi- 
demic, endemic, and sporadic, and everybody who 
lives long enough is sure to catch it, I am going to 
say, for die encouragement of snch as need it, how I 
treat the malady in my own case. 

First. As I feel, that, when I have anything to do, 
there is less time for it than when I was younger, I 
find that I ^ve my attention more thorou^ily, and 
use my time more economically than ever before ; so 
that I can learn anything twice as easily as in my ear- 
lier days. I am not, therefore, afraid to attack a new 
study. I took up a difficidt language a very few 
years ago with good success, and think of mathematics 
and metaphysios by-and-by. 

Secondly. I have opened my eyes to a good many 
neglected privileges and pleasnres within my reach, 
and requiring only a litUe courage to enjoy them. 
You may well suppose it pleased me to find that old 
Cato was thinking of learning to play tile fiddle, when 
I had deliberately taken it up in my old age, and sat- 
isfied myself that I could get much comfort, if not 
much music, out of it. 

Thirdly. I have found that some of those active 
exercises, which are commonly thought to belong to 
young folks only, may be enjoyed at a much later 
period. 

A yoimg friend has lately written an admirable 
article in one of Uie journals, entitled, *' Saints and 
their Bodies." Approving of his general doctrines, 
and grateful for his records of personal experience, I 
cannot refuse to add my own experimental confirma- 
tion of his eulogy of one particular form of active ex- 
ercise and amusement, namely, boa^Tig. For the past 
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nine years, I have rowed about, during a good part of 
dte smnmer, on fresh or salt water. My present fleet 
on the river Charles consistB of three row-boata. 1. 
A small flat-bottomed skdfE of the shape of a flat-iron, 
kept mainly to lend to boys. 2. A fancy " dory " for 
two pairs of sculls, in which I sometimes go out with 
my young folks. 3. My own particular water-suUy, 
a "skeleton" or "shell" race-boa^, tweuty-two feet 
long, with huge outriggers, which boat I pull with ten- 
foot Boulls, — alone, of course, aa it holds but one, and 
tips him out, if he does n't mind what he is about. In 
this I glide around the Back Bay, down the stream, 
up the Charles to Cambridge and Watertown, up the 
Mystic, round the wharves, in the wake of steamboats, 
which leave a swell after them delightful to rock 
upon ; I linger under the bridges, — those " caterpillar 
bridges," as my brother professor so happily called 
ihem ; rub against the hlack aides of old wood-achoon- 
ers ; cool down under the overhaa^ng stem of some 
tall Indiaman; stretch across to the Navy Yard, 
where the sentinel warns me off from the Ohio, — just 
as if I should hurt her by lying in her shadow ; then 
strike out into the harbor, where the water gets clear 
and the air smells of the ocean, — tiU all at once I 
remember, that, if a west wind blows up of a sudden, 
I shall drift aloi^; pa«t the islands, out of sight of the 
dear old State-house, — plate, tumbler, knife and fork 
all waiting at home, but no chair drawn up at the 
table, — all the dear people waiting, waiting, wmting, 
while the boat is sliding, sliding, sliding into the great 
desert, where there is no tree and no fountain. As I 
don't want my wreck t« be washed up on one of the 
beaches in company with devil's-aprons, bladder- 
weeds, dead horse-shoes, and bleached otab^faeUs, I 
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turn about and fiap my long, narrow wings for home. 
When the tide ia running out swiftly, I have a splen- 
did fight to get throagh the bridges, but always make 
it a rule to beat, — though I have been jammed up 
into pretty tight places at times, and was caught once 
between a vessel swinging round and the pier, untfl 
onr bones (the boat's, that is) cracked as if we had 
been in the jaws of Behemoth. Then back to my 
moorings at the foot of the Common, off with the 
rowing-dress, dash under the green translucent wave, 
return to die garb of civilization, walk through my 
Grarden, take a look at my elms on the Common, and, 
reaching my habitat, in consideration of my advanced 
period of life, indulge in the filysian abandonment of 
a huge recumbent chair. 

When I have established a pair of well-pronounced 
feathering-oalloses on my thumbs, when I am in trun- 
ing so that I can do my fifteen miles at a streteh with- 
out coming to grief in any way, when I can perform 
my mile in eight minutes or a little more, then I feel 
as if I had old Time's head in chanceiy, and could 
give it to him at my leisure. 

I do not deny the attraction of walking. I have 
bored this ancient city through and through in my 
daily travels, imtil I loiow it as an old inhabitant of a 
Cheshire knows his cheese. Why, it was I who, in 
the course of these rambles, diacovered that remarka- 
ble avenue called Myrtle Street, stretching in one long 
line from east of the Reservoir to a precipitous and 
rudely paved diff which looks down on the grim abode 
of Science, and beyond it to the far hills ; a prome- 
nade so delicious in its repose, so cheerfully varied 
with glimpses down tiie northern slope into busy Cam- 
bridge Stoeet with its iron river of the horse-railroad, 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



166 THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 

and wheeled barges gliding back and forward over it, 
— BO deli^tfully dosing at ite western extremity in 
sunny conrta atul passages where I know peace, and 
beau^, and virtue, and serene old age must be per- 
petual tenants, ~ so alluring to all who desire to take 
th^ duly stroll, in the words of Dr. Watts, — 
*' Alike nnkoowiDg and unkoowo," — 

that nothing but a sense of duty would have prompted 
me to reveal the secret of its existence. I concede, 
therefore, that walking is an immeasurably fine inven- 
tion, of which old age ought constantly to avail it- 
self. 

Saddle-leather is in some respects even preferable 
to sole-leather. The principal objection to it is of a 
financial character. But yon may be sure that Bacon 
and Sydenham did not recommend it for nothing. 
One's hepar, or, in vulgar language, liver, — a ponder- 
ous (H'gan, weighing some three or four pounds, — 
goes up and down like the dasher of a chum in the 
midst of the other vital arrangements, at every step of 
a trotting horse. The brains also are shaken up like 
coppers in a money-box. Riding is good, for those 
that are bom with a silver-mounted bridle in their 
hand, and can ride as much and aa often as they like, 
without thinking all the time th^ hear that steady 
grinding sound as the horse's jaws triturate with ealm 
lateral movement the bank-bills and promises to pay 
upon which it is notorious that the profligate animal 
in question feeds day and night. 

Instead, however, of considering these kinds of 
exercise in this empirical way, I will devote a brief 
spaoe to an examination of them in a more scdentifia 
form. 
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Tlie pleasure of exercise is due first to a ptmly 
physical impTesraoii, and secondly to a sense of power 
in action. The first source of pleasure raries of course 
vith OUT condition and the state of the surrounding 
circnmstances ; the second with the amount and kind 
of power, and the extent and kind of action. In all 
forms of active exertnse there are three powers simnl- 
taneonsly in action, — the will, the muscles, and the 
intellect. Each of these predominates in different 
kinds of exercise. In walking, the will and muscles 
are so accustomed to work together and perform their 
task with so little expenditure of force, that the Intel- 
lect is left comparatiTelj free. The mental pleasure 
in walking, as such, is in the sense of power over all 
our moving machinery. But in riding, I have the ad- 
ditional pleasure of governing another will, and my 
musoles extend to the tips of the animal's ears and to 
his four hoofs, instead of stopping at my hands and 
feet. Now in this extension of my Tolition and my 
physical frame into another animal, my tyrannical in- 
stincts and my desire for heroic strength ore at once 
gratified. When the horse ceases to have a will of 
his own and his muscles require no special attention 
on your part, then you may live on horseback as.'Wes- 
ley did, and write sermons or take naps, as you like. 
But you will observe, that, in riding on horseback 
yon always have a feeling, that, after all, it is not you 
that do the work, but the uiimal, and this prevents the 
satisfaction from being complete. 

Now let us look at the conditions of rowing. I 
won't suppose you to be disgracing yourself in one of 
those miserable tubs, tug^ng in which is to rowing the 
true boat what riding a cow is to bestriding an Arab. 
Tou know the Esquimaux kayak (if that ia the name 
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of it), don't you? Look at that model of one over 
mj door. Sharp, rather ? — On the contrary, it is a 
lubber to the one you and I must have ; a Dutch fish- 
'wife to Psyche, oontnuted with what I will t«ll you 
about — Our boat, then, is sometbing of the shape of 
a pickerel, ae you look down upon bis back, be lying 
in the gunsbine jnst where the sharp edge of the water 
cuts in among the lUy-pads. It is a kind of giant pod, 
as one may say, — tight everywhere, except in a littJe 
place in tbe middle, where you sit. Its length is from 
seven to ten yards, and as it is only from sixteen to 
tbir^ inches wide in its widest part, yon understand 
wby you want those " outriggers," or projecting iron 
frames with tbe rowlocks in wbicb tbe oars play. My 
rowlocks are five feet apart ; double the greatest width 
of the boat. 

Here yon are, then, afloat with a body a rod and a 
half long, with arms, or wings, as you may choose to 
call them, stretching more than twenty feet from tip 
to tip ; every volition of yours extending as perfectly 
into them as if your spinal cord ran down the centre 
strip of your boat, and tbe nerves of your arms tingled 
as far as the broad blades of your oars, — oars of 
spruq^ , balanced, leathered and ringed under your own 
special direction. This, in sober earnest, b tbe neai> 
est approach to flying that man has ever made or per- 
haps ever will make. * As the hawk sails without 

' &nce the days when this was writlen the bicycle has ap- 
peared as the rival of the wherry. I have witneaaed three ap- 
pearances of tbe pedal locomotive. The first was when I wai a 
boy. (The machine was introduced into Great Britnin from 
France about IS20.) Some of the Harvard College stndentB 
who boarded in my neighborhood had these machines, then 
called Tslocipedes, on which they used to waddle alon); like bo 
many dackK, their feet pushing against the gronnd, and looking 
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flapping Ms piniona, so you drift witJi the tide when 
yon will, in the moat luxurious form of locomotion in- 
dulged to an embodied spirit. But if your blood wants 
rousing, turn round that stake in the river, which you 
see a mile from here ; and when you come in in sixteen 
minutes (if you do, for we are old boys, and not 
champion Bcullers, you remember}, then say if you be- 
gin to feel a little warmed up or not ! You can row 
easily and gently all day, and you can row yourself 
blind and black in the face in ten minutes, just as you 
like. It has been long agreed that there is no way in 
which a man can accomplish so much labor with his 
muscles as in rowing. It is in the boat, then, that 
num finds the largest extension of his volitional and 
muscular existence ; and yet he may tax both of them 
BO slightly, in that most delicious of exercises, that he 
shall mentally write his sermon, or his poem, or recall 
the remarks he has made in company and put them in 
form for the public, as well as in his easy-ch^. 

as if thej were perched on portable treadmill a. They soon Found 
that legs weru made before velocipedes. Our grown-up young 
people may remember the second ndvent of tlie contrivance, 
now become a treadle-locomotive. There were " rinks " where 
this form of roller-skating bad a brief run, and then legs ngBin 
asserted their prior claim and greater convenience. At the 
Centennial Exhibition at Philadelphia, in 1676, I first saw the 
modem bicycles, some of them, at least, from Coventry, Eng- 
land. Since Ibat time the bicycle glides in and out everywhere, 
noiseless as a serpent, 

And [wheels] rush in where [horses] Mr to iMid. 
The boat flies like a aea-bird with its long, narrow, outstretched 
pinions; the bicycle rider, like featliered Mercury, with his 
wings on his feet. There seems to be nothing left to perfect in 
the way of human locomotion bnt aerial swimming, which some 
fancy is to be a conquest of the future. 
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I dare not publiclf name the rare joys, the infinite 
delif^ts, that intoxicate me on some sweet June morn- 
ing, when the river and Iny are smootli as a sheet of 
heryl^reen silk, and I ran along ripping it up with 
my knife-edged shell of a boat, the rent dosing after 
me like those womids of angels which Milton tells of, 
but the seam still shining for many a long rood be- 
hind me. To lie still over the Flats, where the waters 
are shallow, and see the crabs otawling and the soul- 
pins gliding burily and silently beneath the boat, — to 
rustle in throng the long harsh grass that leads up 
some tranquil creek, — to take shelter from the sun- 
beams under one of the thousand-footed bridges, and 
look down its intenninable colonnades, crusted with 
green and oozy growths, studded with minute bar- 
nacles, and belted with rings of dark mussels, while 
overhead streams and thunders that other river whose 
every wave is a human soul flowing to eternity as the 
river below flows to the ocean, — lying there moored 
unseen, in loneliness so profound that the columns of 
Tadmor in the Desert could not seem more remote 
from life — the cool breeze on one's forehead, the 
stream whispei-ing against the half-sunken pillars, — 
why should I tell of these things, that I should lire to 
see my beloved haunts invaded and the waves black- 
ened with boats as with a swarm of water-beetles 7 
What a city of idiots we must be not to have covered 
this glorious bay with gondolas and wherries, as we 
have just learned to cover the ice in winter with 
skaters I 

I am satisfied that anch a set of black-coated, stiff- 
jointed, soft-muscled, paste-complezioned youth as we 
can boast in our Atlantic cities never before sprang 
from loins of Anglo-Saxon lineage. Of the females 
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thut are the mates of these males I do not here speak. 
I preached my sermon from the lay-pulpit on this 
matter a good while ago. Of oouree, if you heard it, 
you know my belief is that the total climatic influences 
here are getting up a number of new patterns of hu- 
manity, some of which are not an improvement on the 
old model. Clipper-built, sharp in the bows, long in 
the spars, slender to look at, and fast to go, the ship, 
which is the great oi^an of our national life of rela- 
tion, is but a reproduction of the typical form which 
the elements impress upon its builder. All this we 
cannot help ; but we can make the best of these in- 
fluences, such as they are. We have a few good boat- 
men, — no good horsemen that I hear of, — I cannot 
speak for cricketing, — but as for any great athletic 
feat performed by a gentleman in these latitudes, soci- 
ety wouM drop a man who should mn round the Com- 
mon in five minutes. Some of our amateur fencers, 
single-stick players, and boxers, we have no reason to 
be ashamed of. Boxing is rough play, but not too 
rough for a hearty young fellow. Anydiing is better 
than this white-blooded degeneration to which we all 
tend. 

I dropped in at a gentlemen's sparring exhibition 
only last evening. It did my heart good to see that 
there were a few young and youngish youths left who 
could take care of their own heads in case of emer- 
gency. It is a fine sight, that of a gentleman resolv- 
ing himself into the primitive constituents of his hu- 
manity. Here is a delicate yoimg man now, with an 
intellectual countenance, a slight figure, a subpallid 
complexion, a most unassaming deportment, a mild 
adolescent in fact, that any Hiram or Jonathan from 
between the jdoughtails would of course expect to 
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handle witb perfect ease. Oh, he is taking off his 
gold-bowed spectacles I Ah, he U divesting himself of 
his cravat I Why, he is stripping off his coat 1 Well, 
here he is, sure enough, in a tight silk ehirt, and with 
two things that look like batter paddings in the place 
of his fists. Now see that other fellow with another 
pair of batter puddings, — the big one with the broad 
shoulders ; he will certainly knock the little man's 
head off, if he strikes him. Feinting, dodging, stop- 
ping, hitting, countering, — little man's head not off 
yet. You might as well try to jump upon your own 
shadow as to hit the little man's intellectual featoies. 
He need n't have taken off the gold-bowed spectacles 
at all. Quick, cautious, shifty, nimble, cool, he catches 
all the fierce lunges or gets out of their reach, till his 
turn comes, and then, whack goes one of the batter 
puddings against the big one's ribs, and bang goes the 
other into the big one's &ce and, staggering, shufBing, 
slipping, tripping, collapsing, sprawling, down goes 
the lag one in a miscellaneous bundle. — If my young 
friend, whose excellent article I have referred to, 
could only introduce the manly art of self-defence 
among the clergy, I am satisfied that we should have 
better sermons and an infinitely less quarrelsome 
church-militant. A bout with the gloves would let off 
the iU-nature, and cure the indigestion, which, united, 
have embroiled their subject in a bitter controversy. 
We should then often hear that a point of difference 
between an infallible and a heretic, instead of being 
vehemently discussed in a series of newspaper articles, 
had been settled by a friendly contest in several 
rounds, at the close of which tlie parties shook hands 
and appeared cordially reconciled. 

But boxing you and I are too tM for, I am afraid. 
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I was for a moment tempted, by the contagion of 
muscular electricity last evening, to try tlie gloves 
with the Benioia Boy, who looked in as a friend to the 
noble art; but remembering that he had twice my 
weight and half my age, beradea the advantage of his 
training, I sat still and said oothing. 

There is one other delicate point I wish to speak of 
with reference to old age. I refer to the use of diop- 
tric media which correct the diminished refracting 
power of the humors of the eye, — in other words, 
spectacles. I don't use them. All I ask ia a large, 
fair type, a strong day%bt or gas-light, and one yard 
of focal distance, and my eyes are as good ae ever. 
But if your eyes fail, I can tell you something encoui^ 
aging. There is now living in New York State an 
old gentleman who, perceiving his sight to fail, imme- 
diately took to exercising it on the finest print, and in 
this way fairly bullied Nature ont of her foolish habit 
of taking libertieB at flve-and-forty, or thereabout. 
And now tliis old gentleman performs the most ex- 
traordinary feats with his pen, showing tbat his eyes 
most be a pair of microscopes. I should be afrdd to 
say to you how much he writes in the compass of a 
half-dime, — whether the Psalms or the Gospels, or 
the Psalms artd the Crospels, I won't be positiTe. 

But now let me tell you this. If the lime comes 
when you mnst lay down die fiddle and the bow, be- 
cause your fingers are too stiff, and drop the ten-foot 
BcuUs, because your arms are too weak, and, after dal- 
lying a while with eye-glasses, come at last to the un- 
disguised reality of spectacles, — if the time comes 
when that fire of life we spoke of has burned so low 
that where its flames reverberated there ia only the 
sombre stain of r^ret, and where its coals glowed, , 
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only the white uhes that oorer the embers of memoiy, 
— don't let jour heart grow cold, and yoa may cairy 
eheeifolness and lore with you into the teens of your 
seocmd oentoiy, if you can last bo long. Ab our 
friend, the Poet, once said, in some of those old-fash- 
ioned heroics of his which he keeps 'for his private 

Ckll him not old, who«e Tiiion«T brun 
H^i o'er the patt its andirided reign. 
For him in tud the envioui teasoas roll 
Who bean eternal gummer id bis Bonl. 
If jet the minrtrel'B song, the poet'i lay, 
SpHng with her birdB, or children with their plnj. 
Or m^den'B amile, or beavenlj dream of art 
SUr the few life-dropa creeping round his heart, — 
Turn to the record where hta years are told, — 
CouDt bis gray hairs, — thej cannot make him old I 
End qflJie Profeuor'i paper. 

\Th& above essay was not read at one time, but in 
several instalments, and accompanied by rarioaB com- 
ments from different persons at the table. The com- 
pany were in the main attentive, with the exception of 
a little somnolence on the part of the old gentleman 
opposite at times, and a few sly, malicious questions 
about the *' old boys " on the part c^ that forward 
yoimg fellow who has figured occasionally, not always 
to his advantage, in these reports. 

On Sunday mornings, in obedience to a feeling I 
am not ashamed of, I have always tried to give a more 
appropriate character to our conversation. I have 
never read them my sermon yet, and I don't know 
that I shall, as some of them might take my convic- 
tions as a personid indignity to tbemselveB. But hav- 
ing read our company so much of the Professor's talk 
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about age and other Bnbjecte connected with physical 
life, I took the next Sunday morning to repeat to 
them the following poem of his, which I have bad by 
me some tune. He calla it — 1 suppose for hia pro* 
fesaonal frienda — The Anatomist's Htun; but I 
>il^ ftH naine it— 1 

THE UVING TEMPLE. 

Not in the world of light Blone, 

Where God hu built hi* blading throne. 

Nor yet alone in earth below. 

With belted was that come and go, 

And endleBi Islea of ennlit green, 

Ib all Qiy Maker's glOTf seen: 

Look in npon tbjr wondroua frame, — 

£t«mal wisdom still the same I 

The smooth, soft air with pnlse-like wares 
Flows mnrmnring through its hidden caves 
Whose streams of brightening purple msh 
Fired with a new and livelier blu^. 
While all their burden of decay 
The ebbing current slcala away, 
And red with Nature's flame they start 
From the warm fountnine of the heart. 

No rest that throbbing slave may ask, 
Forever quiveriug o'er his task. 
While far and wide a crimson jet 
Leaps forth to fill the woven net 
Which in unnumbered crossing tides 
The flood of burning life divides, 
Then kindling each decaying part 
Creeps back to find the throbbing heart. 

But warmed with that unchanging flamta 
Behold the outward moving frame. 
Its living marbles jointed strong 
Wltb ^istenii^ band and silvery thong, 
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And linked to reuon'i ^diag reioH 
Bf myriad rings in trembliug chiuns. 
Etch graven with the threaded zone 
Which cUima it m the mMter'i own. 

See how yon beam of aeeming white 
la braided out of aeven-hned light, 
Y0 in thoae lucid globea no ray 
By any chance ahall break astray. 
Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 
Arches and spirals circling round, 
Wakea the hnahed spirit through thine ear 
With mnuc it ia heaven Ui hear. 

Then mark the clo*en sphere that holds 
AH thought in its mysterious folds, 
Tliat feela aenaation's faintest thrill 
And flashea forth the sovereign will; 
Think on tlie slonny world that dwells 
Locked in its dim and clustering cells! 
The lightning gleams of power it sheds 
Along ita slender glaasy threads I 

Father! grant thy love divine 
To make these myatic temples thine! 
When wasting age and wearying strife 
Have aapped the leaning walla of life. 
When darkness gathers over all. 
And tjie laat tottering [dllars fall. 
Take the poor dnst thy mercy warms 
And mould it into heavenly forms. 



VIII. 

[Sfbing has come. You will find some versee to 
that effect at the end of these notes. If you are an 
impatient reader, skip to them at once. In reading 
aloud, omit, if you please, the sixth and serentb 
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Tenes. These are paienthetical and digressive, and, 
unless your audience is of saperior intelligence, will 
confuse them. Many people can ride on horseback 
who find it hard to get on and to get off without as- 
sistance. One has to dismount from an idea, and get 
into the saddle again, at every parenthesis.] 

— The old gentleman who sits opposite, finitirig that 
spring had fairly come, mounted a white hat one day, 
and walked into the street. It seems to have been a 
premature or otherwise exceptionable exhibition, not 
onlike that commemorated by the late Mr. Bayly. 
When the old gentleman came home, he looked very 
red in the face, and complained that be had been 
"made sport of." By sympathizing questions, I 
learned from him that a boy had called him " old 
daddy," and asked him when he bad his hat white- 
washed. 

This incident led me to make some observations at 
table the next morning, which I here repeat for the 
benefit of the readers of this record. 

— The hat is the vulnerable point of the artificial 
integument. I learned this in early boyhood. I was 
once equipped in a bat of Leghorn straw, having a 
brim of much wider dimensions than were usual at 
that time, and sent to school in that portion of my na- 
tive town which lies nearest to this metropolis. On 
my way I was met by a " FortKshuck," as we used to 
call the young gentlemen of that locality, and the fol- 
lowing dialogue ensued. 

Ths Portrchuch. Hullo, You-edr, joo know tb' wuz 
gon-to be a race t»-morrab ? 

Mytdf. No. Who 's gon-to run, V wher 's 't gni- 
tobe? 
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TU Portrchw^. Squire MroaU V Doctor Wil- 
lianiB, Tonnd the brim o' joax hat. 

These two maoh-Te^>eoted gentlemen being tiie 
oldert inhabitants at that time, and the alleged ntce- 
oooTM being ont of the qoestion, the Port-diaok also 
winlong and thmsting h'" tongue into his cheek, I 
perceiTOd that I bad been trifled with, and tlie effect 
has been to make me sensitive and observant respect- 
ing this article of dress ever sinoe. Here is an axumi 
or two relating to it. 

A hat which has been pimped, or exploded hf being 
sat down upon, is never itself ^ain afterwards. 

It is a favorite illnrion of sanguine natures to b^ 
lieve the contrary. 

Shabby gentility has nothing so charactetistio as its 
bat. There is always an unnatural calnmess about 
its nap, and an unwholesome gloiw, suggestive of a 
wet brush. 

The last effort of decayed forttine is expended in 
smoothing its dilapidated castor. The bat Ib the vUi- 
mum moriens of " respectability." 

— The old gentlemao took all these remarks and 
tin^Titna very pleasantly, saying, however, that he had 
foi|;otten most of his French except the word for po- 
tatoes, — pummiet de tare. — tJlHmum morierut I 
told him, is old Italian, and signifies last thing to die. 
With this explanation he inia well contented, and 
looked quite calm when I Bav him afterwuds in the 
enby with a black bat on his bead and the white one 
in his hand. 

— - 1 tbink myself fortunate in having flie Poet and 
the Professor for my intimates. We are so much to- 
gether, that we no doubt think and talk a good deal 
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llike i yet our points of vmv are in many lespeots in* 
dividual and peculiar. Yoa know me well enough by 
this time. I have not talked with you so long for 
Dotbing and therefore I don't think it neoessary to 
draw my own portrait. But let me say a word or two 
about my friends. 

The Professor considers himself, and I ocMuider 
him, a very useful and worthy kind of drudge. I 
think he has a pride in his small technical^ies. I 
know that he has a great idea of fideli^; and 
lliough I Btispect he laughs a little inwardly at timest 
at the grand airs " Science " puts on, as she stands 
marking tame, but not getting on, while die trumpets 
are blowing and the big drums beating, — yet I am 
sure he has a liking for his specialty, and a respeot for 
its cultivators. 

But I '11 tell you what the Professor said to the 
Poet the other day. — My boy, said he, I can work a 
great deal cheaper than you, because I keep all my 
goods in the lower story. You have to hoist yonrs 
into the upper chambers of the brain, and let them 
down again to your customers. I take mine in at the 
level of the ground, and send diem ofE from my door- 
step almost without lifting. I tell yon, the higher a 
man has to carry t^ raw material of thought before 
he works it up, the more it costs him in blood, nerve, 
and muscle. Coleridge knew all this very well when 
he advised every Uteraiy man to have a profession. 

— Sometimea I like to talk with one of tliem, and 
sometimes with the other. After a while I get tired 
of both. When a fit of intellectual disgust comes over 
me, I will tell yoa what I have found admirable as a 
diverraon, in addition to boating and other amuse- 
ments which I have spoken of, — that is, working at 
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my oaipenter's-ben<^. Some mechamcal employment 
ia the greatest poesible relief, after tlie purely in- 
tellectiul faculties begin to tire. When I was quaran- 
tined onoe at Maneilles, I got to work immediately at 
earring a wooden wonder of loose rings on a stick, "iil 
got so interested in it, that, when we were let out, I 
" reguned my freedom with a sigh," because my toy 
was unfinished. 

There are long seasons when I talk only widi the 
Professor, and others when I give myself wholly up 
to the Poet. Now that my winter's work is over and 
spring is with us, I feel naturally drawn to the Poet's 
company. I don't know anybody more alive to life 
than he is. The passion of poetry seizes on him every 
spring, he says, — yet oftentimes he oompbuns, tb^ 
when he feels most, he can sing least. 

Then a fit of deq>ondency comes over him. — I feel 
ashamed sometimeB, — said be, the other day, — to 
think how far my worst songs fall below my best. It 
sometimes seems to me, as I know it does to others 
who bare toM me so, that they ought to h% all beat, — 
if not in actual execution, at least in plim and motive. 
I am grateful — be continued — for all snch oritU 
cisms. A man is always pleased to have his most seri- 
ous efforts praised, and the highest aspect of his n^ 
tore get the most smishine. 

Yet I am sure, that, in the natmre of things, many 
minds must change their key now and then, on pen- 
alty of getting out of tone or losing their vcHces. You 
know, I suppose, — he said, — what is meant by com- 
plementary colors ? You know die e£Feot, too, which 
the prolonged impression of any one color has on the 
retina. If you close your eyes after looking steadily 
at a red object, you see a green image. 
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It is SO with many minds, — I will not say with alL 
After looldng at one aspect of external nature, or of 
any form of beauty or truUi, when they turn away, 
the complementary aspect of the same object stamps 
itself irreaistibly and aubaoatically upon the mind. 
Shall tliey give expression to this secondary mental 
state, or not ? 

When I contemplate — said my friend, the Poet — 
the infinite largeness of comprehension belonging to 
the Cental Intelligence, how remote the creatiTe oon- 
ception is from all scholastic and ethical formuhe, I 
am led to think that a healthy mind ought to change 
its mood from time ta time, and come down from ite 
noblest condition, — never, of course, to d^prade it- 
self by dwelling upon what is itself debasing, but to 
let its lower faculties have a chance to air and ezereim 
themselves. After the first and second floor have been 
out in the bright street dressed in all their splendors, 
shall not our humble friends in the basement have 
their holiday, and the cotton velvet and the tlun- 
skinned jewelry — eimple adornments, but befitting 
the station of those who wear them — show them- 
selves to the crowd, who think them beautifol, as they 
ought to, though the people upstairs know that ihej 
are cheap and perishable ? 

- — I don't know that I may not bring the Poet 
here, some day or other, and let ^im speak for him- 
self. Still I think I can tell you what he says quite 
as well as he could do it. — Oh, — he said to me, one 
day, — I am but a hand-oi^an man, — say rather, a 
hand-organ. Life turns the winch, and fitnt^ or ac- 
cident pulls out the stops. I come under your win- 
dows, some fine spring morning, and play yon one of 
my adagio movements, and some of you say, — This 
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u good, — play ns bo always. But, dear friends, if I 
did not cliange the atop sometimes, the machine would 
wear out in one part and rust in another. How easily 
thia or that tune flows I — you say, — there must be 
no end of just such melodies in him. — I will <^n 
ihe poor maohine lor you one moment, and you shall 
look. — Ah I Every note marks where a spur of 
eteel has been driven in. It is easy to grind out the 
song, hut to plant these hriatling points which make it 
was the painful task of time, 

I dim't like to say it, — he continued, — hut poets 
oonmM>nly have no larger stock of tunes than hand- 
organs; and when you hear tfiem piping up under 
your window, you know pretty well what to expect. 
The more stops, the better. Do let them aJl be pulled 
out in their turn I 

So spoke my friend, the Foet, and read me one of 
his stateliest songs, and after it a gay chanson, and 
then a string of epigrams. All true, — he said, — 
all flowers of his soul; only one with the condla 
spread, and another with its disk half opened, and the 
tihird with the heart-leaves covered up and only a 
petal or two showing its tip through the calyx. The 
water-lily is the type of the poet's soul, — he told me. 

— What do you think. Sir, — said the divinity- 
student, — opens the souls of poets most fuUy ? 

Why, there must be the internal force and the ex- 
ternal stimulus. Neither is enough by itself. A rose 
will not flower in the dark, and a fern will not flower 
anywhere. 

What do I think is the true sunshine that opens 
the poet's corolla? — I don't like to say. They spcnl 
a good many, I am afraid ; or at least they shine on a 
good many that never come to anything. 
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Wbo are they? — said the schoolmistresa. 

Women. Their love first inspires die poet, and 
their praise is hia best reward. 

The sohoolniistreaa reddened a little, bat looked 
pleased. — Did I really think so ? — I do think so ; I 
never feel safe until I have pleased tban; I don't 
think tliey are the first to see one's defects, but they 
are the first to catch the color and fragrance o£ a true 
poem, fit the same intellect to a man and it is a 
bow-string, — to a woman and it is a harp^string. 
She is vibratile and resonant all over, so she stirs with 
sligfater musical tremblings of the air about her. — 
Ah, me ! — said my friend, the Poet, to me, the other 
day, — what color would it not have given to my 
tiionghts, and irfiat dudce-washed whiteness to my 
words, had I been fed on women's praisesi I should 
have grown like Marvell'a fawn, — 



But tlien, — he added, — we all think, if so and so, we 
riioald have beeu this or that, as you were saying the 
other day, in those rhymes of yours. 

— I don't think there are many poete in the sense 
of creators; but of those sensitive natures which reflect 
themselves naturally in soft and melodious words, 
pleading for sympathy with their joys and sorrows, 
every literature is fulL Katnre carves with her own 
hands the brain which holds the creative im^^nation, 
but she casts the over-sensitive creatures in scores 
from the same mould. 

There are two Ipuds of poets, just as there are two 
kinds of blondes. [Movement of curiosity among our 
ladies at table. — Please to tell us about those blondes, 
said the schoolmistreBS.] Why, there are blondes 
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who |u« Buch simply by deficiency of coloring matter, 
— negative or washed blondes, arrested by Kature on 
the way t» become albinesseB. There are others that 
are shot through with golden light, with tawny or ftd- 
yons tangea in various degree, — positive or stained 
bhmdes, dipped in yellow sunbeams, and as unlike in 
their mode of being to the others as an orange is un- 
like a snowbalL The albiao-style carries with it a 
wide pupil and a senutiTe retina. The other, or the 
leonine blonde, has an opaline fire in her clear eye, 
iriiidi the brunette can hardly match with her quick 
glittering glances. 

Just so we have the great sun-kindled, constmctiTe 
imaginationB, and a far more numerous olass of poets 
who have a certain kind of moonlight>^niuB given 
them to compensate for their imperfection of nature. 
Their want of mental ooloring-matter makes them 
sensitive to those impressions which stronger minds 
neglect or never feel at all. Many of them die young, 
and all of them are tinged with melancholy. There 
is no more beautiful illustration of the principle of 
compensation which marks the Divine benevolence 
than the fact that some of the holiest lives and some 
of the sweetest songs are the growth of the infirmity 
which unfits its subject for the rougher duties of life. 
When one reads the life of Cowper, or of Keats, or 
of Liucretia and Margaret Davidson, — of bo many 
gentle, sweet natures, bom to weakness, and mostly 
dying before their time, — one cannot help thinking 
that the human race dies out singing, like the swan in 
the old story. The French poet, Gilbert, who died at 
the HStel Dieu, at the age of bfenty-nine, — (killed 
by a key in his throat, which he had swallowed when 
delirious in consequence of a fall), — this poor fellow 
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waa a very good example of the poet by exeesB of 
eenfdbility. I found, the ot^r day, that some of my 
literary friends had never heard of him, though I 
suppose few educated Frenchmen do not know the 
lines which he wrote, a week before his death, upon a 
mean bed in the great hospital of Paris. 

" Au banquet de la vie, infortun^ codtitb 
J'apparuH nn jour, et je meurs; 
Je menra, et tuz ma tombe, oil leotemeDt j'anire 
Nul ue viendra vener des pleura." 

At life's guy banquet placed, a poor unhappy guest, 

One day I pass, then disappear ; 
I die, and on die t^imb where I at length shall rest 

No friend shall come to shed a tear. 

You remember the same thing in other words some* 
where in Kirke White's poems. It is the bm^en of 
the plaintive songs of all these sweet albinopoets. " I 
shall die and be forgotten, and the world will go on 
just as if I had never been ; — and yet how I have 
loved I how I have longed I how I have aspired I " 
And BO unging, their eyes grow brighter and brighter, 
and their features thinner and thinner, mitil at last 
the veil of flesh is threadbare, and, still singing, they 
drop it and pass onward. 

— ^Our brains are seventy-year dodis. The Angel 
of Life winds them up once for all, then closes the 
case, and gives the key into the hand of the Angel of 
the Resurrection. 

Tic-tao I tic-tac I go the wheels of thought ; our will 
cannot stop them ; they cannot stop themselves ; sleep 
cannot stUl them ; madness only makes them go 
faster ; death alone can break into the case, and, seiz- 
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ing tiie ever^wiDging pendulma, which we call the 
heart, silence at last tlie clicking of the terrible es- 
capement we have carried so long beneath our wrin- 
kled foreheads. 

If we conld only get at them, as we lie on our pil- 
lows and count the dead beats of thought after thought 
and image after image jarring through the overtired 
organ I Will nobody block those wheels, uncouple 
that pinion, cut the string that holds those wei^ts, 
blow up the infernal machine with gunpowder ? What 
a passion comes over us Bometimes for silence and 
rest I — tliat lliis dreadful mechanism, unwinding iite 
endless tapestry of time, embroidered with spectial 
figures of life and death, could hare but one brief hol- 
iday I Who can wonder that men swing thanselves 
off from beams in hempen lassos ? — that they jump 
off from parapets into the swift and gurgling waters 
beneath ? — that they take counsel of the grim friend 
who has bat to ntter his one peremptory monosyllable 
and the restless machine is shivered as a vase that is 
dashed upon a marble floor? Under that building 
whioh we pass every day there are strong dungeons, 
where neither hook, nor bar, nor bed-cord, nor drink- 
ing-vessel from which a sharp fragment may be shat- 
tered, shall by any chance be seen. There is nothing 
for it, when the brain is on fire with the whirling of its 
wheels, but to spring E^ainst the stone wall and silence 
them with one crash. Ab, they remembered that, — 
the kind city fathers, — and the walls are nicely pad- 
ded, so that one can take such exercise as he likes 
without damaging himself on the very plain and ser- 
viceable iipholstery. If anybody woidd only contrive 
some kind ot a lever that one oould titrost in among 
the works of this horrid aatomatoQ and check diein. 
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or alter their rate of going, what would the world ^ve 
for the discovery ? 

— From half a dime to a dime, according to the 
style of the place and the quality of the liquor, — said 
the young fellow whom they call John. 

Yon speak trivially, but not unwisely, — I stud. 
Unless the will maintain a certain control over these 
movements, which it cannot stop, hut can to some ex- 
tent regulate, men are very apt to try to get at the 
machine by some indirect system of leverage or other. 
They clap on the brakes by means of opium ; they 
change tlte maddening monotony of the rhythm by 
means of fermented liquors. It is because the bnun 
is locked up and we cannot touch its movement di- 
rectly, that we thrust these coarse tools in through any 
crevice, by which they may reach the interior, and so 
alter its rat« of going for a while, and at last spoil the 
machine. 

Hen who exercise chiefly those faculties of the mind 
which work independently of the will, — poets and 
artists, for instance, who follow their ima^nation in 
their creative momente, instead of keeping it iu hand 
as your It^cians and practical men do with their 
reasoning faculty, — such men are too apt to call in 
the mechanical appliances to help them govern their 
intellects. 

— He means they get drunk, — said the young fel- 
low already alluded to by name. 

Do you think men of tnie genius are apt to indulge 
in the use of inebriating fluids ? — said the divinity- 
student. 

If you think you are strong enough to bear what I 
am going to say, — I replied, — I will talk to you 
about this. But mind, now, tliese are the tbiogfl that 
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some fooUflh pec^>Ie call dangerous subjects, — as if 
these vices which borrow into people's souls, as the 
Grainea-woTiD burrows into tlie naked feet of West- 
Indian slaves, would be more mischievoufi when seen 
than out of sight. Now the true way to deal with 
tliose obstinate m^imalu, which are a dozen feet long, 
some of them, and no bigger than a hone hair, is to 
get a piece of silk round tlkeir heads, and pull them 
out veij oaatioualf . If you only break them off, they 
grow worse than ever, and sometimes kill the person 
who has the misfortune to harbor one of them. 
Whence it is plain that tlie first thing to do is to find 
out where the head lies. 

Just 80 of all the vices, and particularly of this vice 
of intemperance. What is the head of it, and where 
does it lie ? For you may depend upon it, there is not 
(me of these vices that has not a head of its own, — 
an intelligence, — -a meaning, — a cerbun virtue, I 
was going to say, — but that might, perhaps, sound 
paradoxicaL I have heard an immense number of 
moral physicians lay down the treatment of moral 
Gruinearworms, and the vast majority of them would 
always insist that the oteatnre had no head at all, but 
was all body and taU. So I have found a very com- 
mon result of their method to be that the string 
slipped, or that a piece only of the creature was 
broken off, and the worm soon grew again, as bad as 
ever. The truth is, if the Devil could only appear in 
chnrch by attorney, and make the best statement that 
the facts would bear him out in doing on behalf of his 
special virtues (what we commonly call vices), the in- 
fluence of good teachers would be much greater than 
it is. For the arguments by which the Devil prevails 
ai« precisely the ones that the Devil-queller most 
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rarely answers. The way to argue down a vice is not 
to tell lies aboat it, — to say that it has no attractions, 
when eveiybacly knows that it has, — but rather to let 
it maikfl oat its case just as it certainly will in the mo- 
ment of temptation, and then meet it with the weapons 
furnished by the Divine armory. Ithuriel did not spit 
tlie toad on his spear, you remember, but touched him 
with it, and tlie blasted angel took the sad glories of 
his true shape. If he had shown fight then, the 
fair spirits wonld have known how to deal m& him. 

That all spasmodic cerebral action is an evil is not 
perfectly clear. Men get fairly intoxicated witli mu- 
nc, with poetry, witii religious excitement, — oftenest 
with love. Ninon de I'Endos said she was so easily 
excited that her soup intoxicated her, and convalescents 
have been made tipsy by a beef-eteak. 

There are forms and stages of alcoholic exaltation 
which, in themselves, and without regard to their con- 
sequences, might be considered aa positive improve- 
ments of the persons affected. When the sluggish in- 
tellect is roused, the slow speech quickened, the cold 
nature warmed, the latent sympathy developed, the 
flawing spirit kindled, — before the trains of thought 
become confused, or the vrill perverted, or the muscles 
relaxed, — just at the moment when the whole human 
zoophyte flowers out like a full-blown rose, and is ripe 
for the subscription-paper or the oontribution-box, — 
it would be hard to say tliat a man was, at that very 
time, vrorse, or less to be loved, than when driving a 
hard bargain with all his meaner wits about him. 
The difficulty is, that the alcoholic virtues don't wash ; 
but until tlte vrater takes their colora out, the tints are 
very mxusb like those of the true celestial stuff. 

£Here I was interrupted by a question which I am 
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rery unwillmg to report, but hare oonfideDce enon^ 
in those frieudi who exuniue tfa o ie record* to conunit 
to their candor. 

A person at table xoked me whether I "went in for 
nun M a. steady drink 7 " — Hia manner made the 
qoeation h^hly offeDaive, bat I restrained myself, and 
answered thus : — ] 

Bum I take to be the naou which unwashed mor- 
alists apply alike to the product distilled from mo 
lasses and the noblest juioes of the vineyard. Bur> 
gundy '* in all its sunset glow" is rum. Champagne, 
soul of "the foaming grape of Eastern France," is 
rum. Hook, which our fiiend, the Poet, speaks of as 
" Tbs Rhine*! breutmllk, gastung cold and bii^t, 
jPale u the moon, ajid maddening &■ her light," 
is mm. Sir, I repudiate the loathscsne vulgarism as 
an insult to the first miracle wrought by the Founder 
of our religitm I I address myself to the company. — 
I believe in temperance, nay, almost in abstinence, as 
a rule for healthy people. I trust that I ptvotioe 
both. But let me tell you, there are (ximpaniea (A 
men of genius into which I sometimes go, where the 
atmosphere of intelleot and sentiment is so much more 
stimulating than alcohol, that, if I thought fit to take 
wine, it would be to keep me sober. 

Among the gentlemen that I have known, few, if 
any, were mined by drinking. My few drunken ao- 
quaintances were generally ruined before they became 
drunkards. The habit of drinking is often a vice, no 
doubt, — . sometimes a mirfortune, — as when an al- 
most irresistible hereditary propensity exists to in- 
dulge in it, — but oftenest of all a panisKment. 

£mpty heads, — heads without ideas in wholesome 
variety and anffl<nent number to furnish food for the 
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Eoental clockvork, ^ JU-regulated heads, wliera th« 
faouldes are not under the coatrol of ih» wUl, — these 
are the ones that hold the braim which their owners 
are §o apt to tamper with, by introducing the ap[^ 
ajioes we have been taUdi^ about. Now, when a 
genlienuta'a brain is emp^ or ill-regulated, it ia, to a 
great extent, hia own fault ; and so it is simple retri- 
botiiHi, that, while he lies slothfully sleeping or aim- 
lessly dreaming, the fatal habit settles on him like a 
Tuupiie, ""fl sucks hia blood, fanning b™ all tho 
while with its hot wings into deeper slumber or idler 
dreamal I am not such a hard-souled b^ng as to 
apply this to the u^;lected poor, who have had no 
cbanoe to fill their heads with wholesome ideas, and 
to be taught the lesson of self-government. I trust the 
tariff of Heaven has an ad valorem scale for them, — 
and all of OS. 

But to oome back to poeta and artists ; — if they 
really are more prone to the abase of stimulants, — 
and I fear that this is true, — the reason of it is only 
too clear. A man abandons himself to a fine frenzy, 
and the power which flows throngh him, as I once ex- 
plained to you, makes him the medium of a great 
poem or a great picture. The creative action is not 
voluntary at all, but automatic ; we can only put the 
mind into the proper attitude, and wait for the wind, 
that blows where it listetb, to breathe over it. Thus 
the true state of creative genius is allied to reverie, 
or dreaming. If mind and body were botli healthy and 
had food enough and fair play, I doubt whether any 
men would be more temperate than the imaginative 
dasaes. Bnt body and mind often flag, — perhaps 
they are ill-made to begin with, tmderfed with bread 
mt ideas, overworked, or abused in some way. The 
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lutomatio actdon, by wfaudk genius wrought its won- 
ders, fails. Tliere is only one thing which can rouse 
Ute machine ; not will, — that cannot reach it, nothing 
bat a niinouB agent, which humee the wheels a while 
and soon eats out the heart of the mechanifim. The 
dreaming faculties are always the dai^erous ones, be- 
cause their mode of action can be imitated by artificial 
excitement ; t^e reasoning ones are safe, because they 
imply continued voluntiuy effort 

I think yoa will find it true, that, before any vice 
can fasten on a man, body, mind, or moral nature 
must be debilitated. The mosses and fungi gather on 
sickly brees, not thriving ones ; and the odions para- 
sites which fasten on the human frame choose that 
which is already enfeebled. Mr. Walker, the hygeian 
humorist, declared that he had such a healthy skin it 
was impossible for any impurity to stick to it, and 
maintained that it was an absiudity to wash a face 
wlm^ was of necessity always clean. I don't know 
how much fancy there was in this ; but there is no 
ixacy in saying that the lassitude of tired-oat opera^ 
tires, and the languor of imaginative natures in their 
periods of collapse, and the vacui^ of minds untrained 
to labor and discipline, fit the soul and body for the 
germination of the seeds of intemperance. 

Whenever the wandering demon of Drunkenness 
finds a ship adrift, — no steady wind in its aula, no 
thoughtful pilot directing its course, — he steps on 
board, takes the helm, and st«ers straight for the 
maelstrom. 

— I wonder if you know the terrible amile ? [The 
young fellow whom they call John winked very hard, 
and made a jocular remark, the sense <^ which seemed 
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to depend on some double meaning o£ the word amile. 
Tbe company was curious to know what I meant.] 

There are persons — I said — who no sooner come 
within sight of you than tltey begin to smile, with an 
uncertun movement of the mouth, ^ich conveys the 
idea that they are thinking about themselves, and 
thinking, too, that you are thinking they are think- 
ing about themselves, — and eo look at you with a 
wretched mixture of self-consoioaBness, awkwardness, 
and attempts to carry off both, which are betrayed by 
the cowardly behavior of the eye and the tell-tale 
weakness of the Ups that characterize these unfoi^ 
tnnate beings. 

— Why do you call thsta onforttmate, Sir? — asked 
the divinity-student. 

Because it is evident that the consciousiiess of some 
imbecility or other is at the bottom of this extraordi- 
nary expression. I don't think, however, that these 
persons are commonly fools. I have known a number, 
and aU of them were intelligent. I think nothing 
conveys the idea of underbreeding more than this 
self-betraying smile. Yet I think ^is peculiar habit 
as well as that of meaningless Hushing may be fallen 
into by very good people who meet often, or sit op- 
posite each other at table. A true gentleman's face 
is infinitely removed from all such paltriness, — calm- 
^ed, firm-monihed. I think Titian understood the 
look of a gentleman as well aa anybody that ever lived. 
The portrait of a young man holding a glove in his 
hand, in the Gallery of the Louvre, if any of you have 
seen that collection, will remind you of what I mean. 

— Do I think these people know the peculiar look 
tiiey have ? — I cannot say ; I hope not ; I am afraid 
they would never forgive me, if they did. The worst 
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of it u, tlie trick is catching ; when one meets one of 
these fellows, he feels a tendency to the same inai)i> 
featalion. The Fiof essor tells me there is a mnscnlair 
dipt a dependence of the platytima myoides, which is 
called the riBoriaa Santorini. 

— Say that onoe more, — exclaimed the yoimg fet 
low menticmed above. 

The Frofewor says there is a little fleshy slip cidled 
Saotorini's laughing muscle. I would have it cat 
ont of my iace, if I were bom with one of those coa- 
stitotional grins upon it. Perhaps I am nncharitfr- 
ble in my judgment of those sooislooking people I 
told yon of the other day, and of these smiling folks. 
It may be that they are bom with these locits, aa other 
people are with more generally recognized deformities. 
Both are bad enough, but I had rather meet three of 
the sGowIers than one of the smilsrs. 

— There is another unfortunate way of looking, 
which is peculiar to that amiable sex we do not like to 
find fault with. There are some reiy pretty, but, no- 
happily, very ill-bred women, who don't understand 
the law of Ihe road with regard to handsome faces. 
Nature and custom would, no doubt, agree in otmced- 
ing to all males the right of at least two distinct looks 
at every comely female countenance, without any in- 
fraction of the rules of oourte^ or the sentiment of 
respect The first look is necessary to define the per- 
son of the individual one meets so as to reot^nize an 
acquaintance. Any unusual attraction detected in a 
first glance ia a sufficient apology for a second, — not 
a prolonged and impertinent stare, but an appreciatii^ 
homage of the eyes, such as a stranger may inoffen- 
nvely yield to a passing image. It is astoni^iing how 
nuffbidly sensitive some vulgar beauties are to the 
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sBglitest demoiutrBtion of Qua kind. When a lady 
walks the streets, she leaves her Tirtiious-ittdigQiitiDn 
ooimte&anoe at home ; she knows well enough that tiie 
street is a pioture-galleiy, where pretty f aoes framed 
in pretty bonnets are meant to he seen, and everybody 
has a right to see them. 

— When we ohserre how the same features and 
style of person and character descend from generation 
to generation, we can believe that some inherited weak- 
nes8 may aoconnt for these peculiaritieB. Little anap- 
ping-tortlea snap — bo the great naturalist tells us — 
before they are fairly out of the egg-shell. 1 am sat^ 
isfled, that, much higher up in the scale of life, char- 
acter is distinctly shown at the age of — 2 or — 3 
months. 

— My friend, the Professor, has been full of eggs 
lately. [This remark excited a burst of hilarity which 
I did not allow to interrupt the oomve of my observa- 
tions.] He has been r^ing the great book where 
he found the fact about the little snapping-tnrtles men- 
tioned above. Some of the things ho has told me have 
suggested several odd analogies enough. 

Iliere are half a dozen men, or so, who carry in 
their brains the ovanan eggs of the next generation's 
or century's civilization. These e^s are not ready to 
be laid in the form of books as yet ; some of them are 
hardly ready to be put into the form of talk. But as 
mdimentary ideas or inchoate tendencies, there they 
are ; and these are what must form the future. A 
man's general notions are not good for much, unless 
he has a crop of these intellectual ovarian eggs in his 
own brain, or knows them as they exist in the minds 
of others. One must be in the hahit of talking with 
such persons to get at these rudimentary germs of 
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tboo^t ; for their development is ueoeBsarily impei^ 
feot, and they are moulded on new patterns, which 
most be long and closely studied. But these are the 
men to talk with. No fresh trath ever gets into a 
book. 

— A good many fresh Uee get in, anyhow, — said 
one of the company. 

I j«ooeeded in spite of the intem^taon. — All nt- 
tered tfaon^t, my friend, the Professor, says, is of the 
natoze of an exoretitm. Its materials have been taken 
in, and have acted upon the system, and been reacted 
on by it ; it has tsrculated and done its office in one 
mind before it is given out for Hne benefit <^ others. 
It may be milk or venom to other minds; bat, in 
rither case, it is something which the producer has 
had tlie use of and can part with. A man instioot- 
ively tries to get rid of his thought in oonversation or 
in print so soon as it is matured ; but it is haid to get 
at it as it lies imbedded, a mere potentiality, the genu 
of a germ, in his intellect. 

— Where are the biains that are fullest of tliese 
ovarian ^gs of thought ? — I decline mentioning in- 
dividnals. The producers of thought, who axe few, 
the "jobbers " of thou^t, who are many, and the re- 
tulers of thought, who are numberless, are so mixed 
up in the popular apprehension, that it would be hope- 
less to try to sepaj^te them before opinion has had 
time to settle. Follow the course of opinion on the 
great subjects of human interest for a few generations 
or centuries, get its parallax, map out a small arc of 
its movement, see where it tends, and then see who is 
in advance of it or even with it ; the world calls him 
hard names, probably ; but if you would find the ova 
of the future, you must look into the folds of his cere- 
bral convolutions. 
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£The divinity-Btadent looked a little puzzled at this 
suggestion, as if he did not see exactly where lie was 
to come oat, if he computed hu arc too nioely. I 
think it possible it might cut off a few comers of his 
present belief, as it has cut off mariyr-buming and 
witeh-hanging ; — but time will show, — time will 
show, as die old gentleman opposite says.] 

—here is that copy of verses I told yon 



about. 



SPB1N6 HAS COUE. 
Intra Muroi. 

Tie BnnbeamB, lout for half a jear, 

Slant Uiroagh mj pane their morning rays 

For dry NordnreBtero cold and clear, 
The East blows in ita tfaiu blue haze. 

And first the enowdrop's bells are seen. 
Then close agtunst the Bhelteriog wall 

^e tulip's horn of dutky green, 
The peony's dark unfolding balL 

Ha golden-chaliced crocus bums; 

Tlte long narcissus-blades appear; 
Tba cone-beaked hyacinth returns, 

And lights her blDe-flamed chandelier. 

The willow's whistling lashes, wrung 
By the wild winds of gusty March, 

With sallow leaflets lightly strung. 
Are swaying by the tuft^ laruh. 

The elms hare robed their slender spray 
With full-blown flower and embryo leaf; 

Wide o'er the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chief. 

.— [See the proud tulip's flanntang cop, 
That flames in glory for an hour, — 
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Bttbold it withering, — then iook np, — 
How meek tlie forett-monftrch's flower! — 

When wake the Tiolets, Winter diet; 

When ipront the elm-budB, Spring la Dear; 
When lilmcB bloaaom, Sammer criet, 

'■ Bod, Utde roseil Spring is berel "] 

The windows bln^ with freBb booqueU, 
Cnt with the Maj-dew on their lips; 

Hke radish all iti bloom displays, 
Fiok as Aurora's finger- tJpB. 

Nor leas the flood of light that showers 
On besut^'i changed corolla-shades, — 

The walka are g^j as bridal bowers 
With TOWS of nwDjr-petalled maida. 

The scarlet shell-fish click and clash 
In the bine barrow where they slide. 

The horseman, proud of streak and splash. 
Creeps homeward from bis morning ri(le> 

Here comes the dealer's awkward string. 
With neck in rope and tiul in knot, — -. 

Bongh colts, with careless country-swing, 
In laijr walk or slouching trot. 

— Wild filly from the monntain-side, 
Doomed to the close and chafing thilla. 

Lend me thj long, untiring stride 
To seek with thee th; westem hillsl 

I hear the whispering voice of Spring, 
The thrush'a trill, the cat-bird's cr;, 

I^e some poor bird with prisoned wing 
That sits and sings, but longs to fly. 

Oh for one spot of living green, — 
One little spot where leaves can grow, — 

To love nnblamed, to walk unseen, 
To dream above, to sleep below 1 
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IX. 

{^Aquf estd encerrada el alma del licerunado Pedro 
Oarcias. 

If I shoold ever make a little book out of these 
papers, which I hope you are not getting tired of, I 
si^pose I onght to save the above sentence for a motto 
on tiie tiUfr-page. But I want it now, and mnst use 
it. I need not say to you that the words are Spanish, 
nor that they toe to be found in the short Introduction 
to **Glil Bias," nor that they mean, "Here lies buried 
the soul of the licentiate Pedro Garcias." 

I warned all young people off tke premises when 
I began my notes referring to old age. I mnst be 
equally fur with old people now. They are earnestly 
requested to leave this paper to young persons from 
tii& age of twelve to that of four-score years and ten, 
at which latter period of life 1 am sure that I shall 
have at least one youtkful reader. You know well 
enough what I mean by youth and age ; — something 
in the soul, which has no more to do with the color of 
the hur than tlie vein of gold in a rock has to do with 
the grass a thonsand feet above it. 

I am growing bolder as I write- I think it requires 
not only youth, but genius, to read this paper. I don't 
mean to imply that it required any whatsover to talk 
what I have here written down. It did demand a 
certun amount of memory, and such command of the 
English tongue as is given by a common school educa- 
tion. So much I do claim. But here I have related, 
at length, a string of trivialities. You must have the 
imagination of a poet to transfigure them. These lit- 
tle colored patohra are stains upon the windows of a 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



200 THE AUTOGBAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 

hunum Boul ; stand on the oatade, they are but dnll 
and meaoinglesB spots of color ; seen from witliin, tiiey 
are glorified shapes with empurpled wings and sun- 
bright aureoles. 

My hand trembles when I offer you this. Many 
times I have come bearing flowers such as my garden 
grew ; but now I offer you this poor, browD, homely 
growth, you may cast it away as wortbleas. And yet, 
— and yet, — it is sontetliing better than flowers ; it is 
a aeed-cap»ule. Many a gardener will cut you a bou- 
quet of his choiGest blossoms for small fee, but he does 
not lore to let Uie seeds of his rarest varieties go out 
of his own hands. 

It is l^ little thinga that we know oorselTeB ; a soul 
would very probably mistake itself for another, when 
once disembodied, were it not for individual experi- 
ences which differ from those of osiers only in details 
seemingly trifling. All of us have been thirsty thou- 
sands of times, and felt, witli Pindar, that water was 
the best of things. I alone, as I think, of all mankind, 
remember one particular pailful of water, flavored 
with the white-pine of which the pail was made, and 
the brown mug out of which one Cdmund, a red-faced 
and curly-haired boy, was averred to have bitten a 
fragment in his haste to drink ; it being then high 
summer, and little full-blooded boys feeling very warm 
and porous in the low-" studded " sohool-room where 
Dame Prentiss, dead and gone, ruled over young chil- 
dren, many of whom are old ghosts now, and have 
known Abraham for twenty or thirty years of our mor- 
tal time. 

Thirst belongs to humanity, everywhere, in all ages ; 
but that white-pine pul, and that brown mug belong 
to me in particular; and just so of my special relation- 
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ships with other things and with my race. One could 
never remember himself in eternity by the mere fact 
of having loved or hated any more than by that of 
having thirsted ; love and hate have no more individu- 
ality in them than single waves in iba ocean ; — but 
the accidents or trivial marks which distinguished 
those whom we loved or hated make Utea memoty 
our own forever, and with it that of our own person- 
ality also. 

Therefore, my aged friend of flve-and-twenty, or 
thereabouts, pause at the threshold irf this particular 
record, and ask yourself seriously whether yon are fit 
to read such revelations as are to follow. For observe, 
yon have here no splendid array of petals such as 
poets offer you, — nothing but a dry shell, containing, 
if yon will get out what is in it, a few small seeds of 
poems. You may langh at them, if you like. I shall 
never tell you what I think of you for so doing. But 
if you can read into Hie heart of these things, in the 
li^t of other memories as slight yet as dear to your 
Boul, then you are neither more nor less than a Poet, 
and can afford to write no more verses during the rest 
of your natural life, — which abstinence I take to be 
one of the surest marks of your meriting the divine 
name I have just bestowed upon you. 

May I beg of yon who have begun tlus paper nobly 
trostiDg to your own ima^nation and sensibilities to 
give it the significance which it does not lay claim to 
without your kind assistance, — may I b^ of you, I 
say, to pay particular attention to the brackets which 
inclose certdn paragraphs ? I want my " asides," 
you see, to whisper loud to yon who read my notes, 
and sometimes I talk a page or two to you without 
pretending that I said a word of it to our boarders. 
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Ton will find a veiy long " aside " to you almost as 
soon as yoa begin to read. And BO, dear young friend, 
fall to at onoe, taking snch thingB as I have provided 
for yon ; and if yoa torn them, by the aid of your pow- 
erful imaginalJon, into a fair banquet, why, then, peace 
be with yon, and a Bummer by the still waters of some 
quiet river, or 1^ BCMne yellow beach, where, as my 
frigid, the Pn^easor, says, you can sit with Nature's 
wrist in your hand and count her ocean pulses.] 

I should like to make a few intimate rerelationB re- 
lating especially to my early life, if I tiumght yoa 
would like to hear them. 

[The schoolmistress tamed a little in her chair, and 
sat with her face directed partly toward me. — Half- 
mouniing now ; — pai|de ribbon. That breastpin she 
wears has gray hair in it ; her mother's no doubt ; — 
I remember our landlady's daughter telling me, soon 
after tiie schoolmistress came to board witli ub, tliat 
she had lately ** buried a payrent." That 's what made 
her look so pale, — kept the poor dying thing alive 
mth her own blood. Ab ! Icmg illness is tlie real 
vampyrism ; think of living a jear or two after one is 
dead, by snckii^ the lif&-blood out of a frail young 
creature at one's bedside \ Well, souls grow white, as 
well as cheeks, in these holy duties ; one that goes in 
a nurse may come out an angel. — God blras all good 
women I — to their soft hands and pitying hearts we 
must all come at last I — The schoolmistress has a bet- 
ter color than when she came. — Too latel — "It 
might have been." — Amen I 

— How many thoughts go to a dozen heart-beats, 
sometimes I There was no long pause after my remark 
addressed to the company, but in that time I had the 
train of ideas and feelings I have just given flash 
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throogh my conaoioosness sodden and aharp as the 
crooked red streak that springs out of its black sheatk 
like the creese of a Malay in his death-raee, and 
stabs the eartli right and left in its blind rage. 

I don't deny that there was a pang in it, — yes, a 
stab ; but there was a prayer, too, — the " Amen " be- 
longed to that. — Also, a viraon of a four-story brick 
house, nicely fumiBhed, — I actually saw many specific 
articles, — curtains, sofas, taldes, and others, and conld 
draw the patterns of them at this moment, — a brick 
house, I say, looking out on the water, with a ^r 
parlor, and books and bnsts and pots of flowers and 
bird-cages, all complete ; and at the window, looking on 
the water, two of uB. — ^' Male and female created He 
them" — These two were standing at the window, 
when a smaller shape that was playing near them 

looked up at me with such a look that I 

poured out a glass of water, drank it all down, and 
tken continued.] 

I said I should like to tell you some things, such as 
people conmionly never tell, about my early recolleo- 
rions. Should you like to hear them ? 

Should we like to hear them ? — said the school- 
mistress ; — no, but we should love to. 

[The voice was a sweet one, naturally, and had 
something very jdeasant in its tone, just then. — The 
four-«tory brick house, which had gtme out like a 
transparency when the light behind it is quenched, 
glimmered again for a moment ; parlor, books, busts, 
flower^pots, bird-cages, all complete, — and the figures 
as before.] 

We are waiting with eagerness, Sir, — s^ the di- 
nnity-stndent. 

[The transparency went oat as if a flash of black 
lightning had struck it.] 
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If jou want to liear my confessioiiB, die next thing, 
— I said, — is to know whether I can truat you with 
fliaa. It is only fair to say that there are a great 
many people in the world who laugh at such things, 
/think tliey are foolB, but perhaps you don't all agree 
with me. 

Here are children of tender age talked to as if they 
were capable of understanding Calvin's " Institutes," 
and nobody has honesty or sense enough to tell tlie 
plain truth about tlie litde wretches : that they are as 
superstitious as naked savages, and such miserable 
spiritual oowards — that is, if they have any im^ina- 
tioQ — that they will believe anything which is tau^t 
them, and a great deal more which they t«aoh them- 
selves. 

I was bom and bred, as I have told you twenty 
times, among books and those who knew what was in 
books. I was carefully instructed in thii^ temporal 
and apiiituaL But up to a considerable maturity of 
childhood I believed Haphael and Michael Angelo to 
have been superhuman beings. The central doctrine 
of the prevalent religious faith of Christendom was 
utterly confused and neutralized in my mind for years 
by one of those too common stories of actual life, 
whidi I overheard repeated in a whisper. — Why did 
I not ask? you will say. — You don't rem«nber the 
rosy pudency of sensitive children. The first in* 
stinctive movement of the little creatures is to make a 
cache, and bury in it beliefs, doubts, dreams, hopes, 
and terrors. I am uncovering one of these caches. 
Do you think I was necessarily a greater fool and 
coward than another ? 

I was afraid of ships. Why, I could never teU. 
The masts looked frightfully tall, — but the; were not 
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BO tall as the steeple of our old yellow meeting-hoiiae. 
At any rate I used to hide my eyes from the sloops 
and sdioouers that were wont to Ik at tlie end of the 
bridge, and I confess that traces of this undefined 
terror lasted very long. — One other source of alarm 
had a still more fearful Bignificance. There was a 
great wooden hand, — a glove-maker's sign, which 
used to swing and creak in tlie blast, as it hung from 
a pillar before a certain shop & nule or two outside of 
the city. Oh, the dreadful hand I Always hanging 
there ready to catch up a little boy, who would oome 
home to supper no more, nor yet to bed, — whose por- 
rii^er wonld be laid away empty thenceforth, and his 
half-worn shoes wait until his small brother grew to 
fit them. 

As for all manner of superstitious observaooeB, I 
used once to think I must have been peculiar in hav- 
ing such a list of them, but I now believe that half the 
children of the same ^e go through the same ezperi- 
ences. Ko Roman soothsayer ever had such a cota- 
1(^^ of offiens as I found in the Sibylline leaves of 
my childhood. That trick of throwing a stone at a 
tree and attaching some mi^ty issue to hitting or 
missing, which you will find mentioned in one or 
more bit^raphies, I well remember. Stepping on or 
over certain particular things or spots, — Dr. John- 
son's especial weakness, — I got the habit of at a very 
early age. — I won't swear that I have not some ten- 
dency to these not wise practices even at this present 
date. [How many of you that read these notes can 
say the same thing I] 

Wiih tiiese follies mingled sweet delusions, which 
I loved so well I wonld not outgrow them, even when 
it reqoiied a volnntaiy effort to put a momentaxy tnut 
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in them. Here u one which I cannot help telling 
you. 

The firing of the great gons at the Kavy-yard is 
easily heard at the place when I waa bom and lived. 
** Tlwre ia a ship ctf war come in," they oaed to say, 
when tbey heard them. Of course, I supposed thai 
BDoh vessels came in onezpectedly, after indefinite 
years of absence, — suddenly as falling stones; and 
that the great guns roared in their astonishment and 
delight at the sight at the old warship splitting the 
bay with her cutwater. Kow, the sloop-of-war the 
Wasp, Captun Blahely, after gbriously capturing tlie 
Reindeer and the Avon, had disappeared from the face 
of the ocean, and was supposed to be lost. But there 
was no proof o£ it, and, of course, for a time, hopes 
were entertuned that she might be heard from. Loi^ 
after the last real chance had utterly vanished, I 
pleased myself with the fond illusion that somewhere 
on the waste of waters she was still floatii^, and there 
were years during which I never heard the sound of the 
great gun booming inland from tihe Navy-yard with- 
ons saying to mysdf, " The Wasp has come I " and al- 
most thinVing I conld see her, as she rolled in, crump- 
ling tihe water before her, weather-beaten, barnacled, 
with shattered spars and threadbare canvas, wehxnned 
by the shouts and tears of thousands. This was one 
of those dreams that I norsed and never told. Let me 
make a dean breast of it now, and say, that, bo late as 
to have outgrown childhood, perhaps to have got far 
on towards manhood, when the roar of the cannon 
has struck suddenly on my ear, I have started with a 
thrill of vague expectation and tremulous delight, and 
the hmg-uuBpoken words have articulated th^nselves 
in the mind's dumb whisper, I%e Wasp ha» cornel 
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— Yes, children believe plenty of qneei* thingB. I 
snppoee all of you have had the pocket-book fever 
when you were little? — What do I mean? Why, 
ripping up old pooket-books in the firm belief that 
bank-bills to an ioinwnfie amonnt were hidden in them. 
— So, too, yon must all remember some splendid un- 
fulfilled promise of somebody or other, which fed you 
with hiypes perhaps for years, and which left a blank 
in your life which nothing has ever filled up. — O. T. 
quitted our household carrying with him the passionate 
regrets of the more youthful members. He was an in- 
genious youngster ; wrote wonderful copies, and carved 
the two iTiiriala given above with great skill on all 
available surfaces. I thought, by the way, they were 
all gone ; but the other day I found them on a certain 
door which I will show you some time. How it sur- 
prised me to find them so near the ground ! I had 
thought the boy of no trivial dimensions. Well, O. T., 
when he went, made a solenm promise to two of ns. I 
was to have a ship, and the other a martin-house (last 
syllable pronounced as in the word tin). Neither ever 
came ; but, oh, how many and many a time I have 
stolen to the comer, — the cars pass close by it at this 
time, — and looked up that long avenue, thinking that 
he must be comii^ now, almost sure, as I turned to 
look northward, that there he would be, trud^g to- 
ward me, the ship in one hand and the mar^Tt-house 
iu the other! 

[You must not siqipose that all I am going to say, 
as well as all I have s^d, was told to the whole com- 
pany. The yom^ fellow whom they call John was in 
the yard, sitting on a barrel and smoking a cheroot, 
the fumes of which came in, not ungrateful, through 
the open window. The divinity-student disi^ipeared 
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in die midst of our talk. The poor reUtion in black 
bombazine, who looked and moved ae if all her articti- 
lations weze elbow-joints, had gone off to her i^unber, 
after wuting with a look of sonl-subduii^ decoram at 
the foot of the stairs until one of the male sort had 
passed her and ascended into the npper regions. This 
is a famooB point of etiquette in our b(»rding-house ; 
in bet, between ourselves, thoj make such an awful 
fosB abont it, that I, for one, bad a great deal rather 
have them simple enough not to think of such matters 
at alL Oar landlady's daughter said, the other even- 
ing, that die was going to " retire " ; whereupon the 
young fellow called John took up a lamp and insisted 
on lighting her to the foot of the staircase. Nothing 
would induce her to pass by bim, until the school- 
mistress, saying in good plain English that it was her 
bed-time, walked straight by them both, not seeming 
to trouble herself about either of them. 

I have been led away from what I meant the por- 
tion indnded in these brackets to inform my readers 
about. I say, then, most of the boarders had left the 
table about the time when I began telling some of 
these secrete of mine, — all of them, in fact, but the 
old gentleman opposite and the Bchoolmistress. I un- 
derstand why a young woman should like to hear these 
simple but genuine experiences of early life, whi(^ are, 
as I have said, the little brown seeds of what may yet 
grow to be poems with leaves of azure and gold ; but 
when the old gentleman pushed up his chair nearer to 
me, and slanted round his best ear, and once, when I 
was speaking of some trifling, tender reminiscence, 
drew a long breath, with such a tremor in it that a 
litde more and it would have been a sob, why, tken T 
felt tliere must be something of uatnte in them which 
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redeemed their seeming insignifi canoe. Tell me, man 
or woman with whom I am whispering, have ;oa not 
a small store o£ recoUections, Buch as these I am un- 
covering, bnried beneath the dead leaves of many sum- 
mers, perhaps under the unmeltdng snows of fast re- 
turning winters, — a few such recollections, whidi, if 
you should write them all out, would be swept into 
some careless editor's drawer, and might cost a scanty 
half hour's lazy reading to his subscribers, — and yet, 
if Death should cheat yon out of them, you would not 
know yourself in eternity ?] 

— I made three acquaintances at a very early period 
of life, my introduction to whom was never forgotten. 
The first unequivocal act of wrong that has left its 
trace in my memory was this : refusing a small favor 
asked of me, — notbing more than telling what had 
happened at school one morning. Mo matter who 
asked it ; but there were circumstances which sad- 
dened and awed me. I had no heart to speak ; — I 
faltered some miserable, perhaps petulant excuse, stole 
away, and the first battle of life was lost. What re- 
morse followed I need not teU. Then and there, to 
the best of my knowledge, I first consciously took Sin 
by tlie hand toad turned my back on Duty. Time has 
led me to look opon my offence more leniently ; I do 
not believe it or any other childish wrong ia infinite, 
as some have pretended, but infinitely finite. Yet, oh 
if I had but won that battle I 

The great Destroyer, whose awful shadow it was 
that had silenced me, came near me, — but never, so 
as to be distinctly seen and remembered, during my 
tender years. There flits dimly before me the image 
of a little girl, whose name even I have forgotten, a 
schoolmate, whom we missed one day, and were told 
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tliat she had died. But what death was I nerer had 
any Teiy distinct idea, until one day I climbed the low 
stone wall o£ the old hurial-ground and mingled with 
a group that were looking into a very deep, long, nar- 
row hole, dug down tlirongh the green sod, down 
through the brown loam, down through the yellow 
gravelf and there at the bottom was an oblong red box, 
and a still, sharp, white face of a yomig man seen 
through an opening at one end of it When the lid 
waa closed, and the gravel and stones rattled down 
pell-mell, and the woman in black, who was crying and 
wringing her hands, went off with the other mourn- 
ers, and left him, then I felt that I had seen Death, 
and should never forget him. 

One other aoqmuntance I made at an earlier period 
of life than the habit of romauoerB authorizes. — 
Love, of course. — She was a famous beauty after- 
wards. — I am satisfied that many children rehearse 
their parts in the drama of life before they have shed 
all their milk-teeth. — I think I won't tell the story 
of the golden blonde. — I ei^pose everybody has had 
his childish fancies ; but sometimes they are passionate 
impulses, which anticipate all the tremulous emotions 
belonging to a later period. Moat children remember 
seeing and adoring an angel before they were a dozen 
years old. 

£The old gentleman had left his chair opposite and 
taken a seat by the Bchoolmistress and myaeii, a little 
way from the table. — It 's true, it 's true, — said tiie 
old gentleman. — He took hold of a steel watch-chain, 
which earned a lai^, square gold key at one end and 
was supposed to have some kind of time-keeper at the 
other. With some trouble ha dragged up an ancient- 
loddng, thick, silver, bull's-eye watch. H« looked at it 
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for a moment, — liesitated, — ttmcted the inner oomer 
of his right eye with the pulp of bia middle finger, — 
looked at the face of the watch, — said it waa getting 
into tlte forenoon, — then opened the watch and handed 
me the loose outside case witliout a word. — The 
watch-paper had been pink once, and had a fiuat tinge 
stiJU, as ^ all its tender life had not yet quite faded 
out Two little birds, a flower, and, in small school- 
^1 letters, a date, — 17 . . — no matter. — Before 
I was thirteen years old, — said the old gentleman. — 
I don't know what was in that young schoolmistress's 
bead, nor why she should have done it ; but she took 
out the watcb-paper and put it softly to her lips, as if 
she were kissing the poor thing that made it so loi^ 
ago. The old gentleman took the watch-paper care- 
fully from her, replaced it, turned away and walked 
out, holding the watch in his hand. I saw him pass 
the window a moment after with that fooKsh white hat 
on his head ; he could n't have been thinking what he 
was about when he put it on. So the schoolnuBtress 
and 1 were left alone. I drew my chair a shade 
nearer to her, and ccmtinued.] 

And since I am talking of early recollections, 1 don't 
know why I should n't mention some others that stdll 
cling to me, — not that you will attach any very par- 
ticnlar meaning to these same images so full of signif- 
icance to me, but that you will find something par- 
allel to them in your own memory. You remember, 
perhaps, what I said one day about smells. There 
were certain sounds also which had a mysterious sug- 
gestiveness to me, — not so intense, perhaps, as Uiat 
connected with the otiher sense, but yet peculiar, and 
never to he forgotten. 

The first was the creaking of the wood-sleds, bring- 
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iog their loails of oak and walnut from the ooimtry, as 
the Blow-swingiiig oxen trailed them along over the 
compluning snow, in the cold, brown light of early 
morning. Lying in bed and listening to their dreary 
music had a pleasure in it akin to the Locretian lux- 
ury, or that which Byron speaks of as to be enjoyed 
in looking on at a battle by one " who hath no friend, 
no brother there." 

There was another sound, in itself so sweet, and 80 
connected with one of those simple and cnrione super- 
stitions of childhood of which I have spoken, that I 
can never cease to cherish a sad sort of love for it — 
I^et me tell the superstitionB fancy first. The Puritan 
" Sabbatii," as everybody knows, began at " sundown " 
on Saturday evening. To such observance of it I was 
bom and bred. As the large, round disk of day de- 
clined, a stillaess, a solemuity, a somewhat melancholy 
hush came over us alL It was time for work to cease, 
and for playthings to be put away. The world of ac- 
tive life passed into the shadow of an edipee, not to 
emerge until the sun should sink again beneath the 
horizon. 

It was in this stillness of the world without and of 
the soul within that the pulsating lullaby of the even- 
mg crickets used to make itself most distinctly heard, 
— ao that I well remember I used to think that the 
purring of these little creatures, which mingled with 
the batrachian hymns from the nei^boring swamp, 
was peculiar to Saturday evenings. T don't know 
that anything could give a clearer idea of the quieting 
and subduing effect of the old habit of observance of 
what was considered holy time, than this strange, 
childish fancy. 

Yes, and there was still another soond which min 
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gled its solemn cadenoes with the waking and sleepiiig 
dreams of my boyhood. It was heard only at times, 
— a deep, muffled roar, which rose and fell, not loud, 
but Tast, — a whistling boy would have drowned it for 
his next neighbor, but it most have been heard over 
the space of a hundred square miles. I naed to won- 
der what this might be. Could it be the roar of tha 
thousand wheels and the ten thousand footsteps jarring 
and trampling along the stones of the neighboring 
city ? That would be continuous ; but tliis, as I have 
said, rose and fell in regular rhythm. I remember 
being told, and I suppose this to have beeu the true 
solution, that it was the sound of Ha waves, after a 
high wind, breaking on the long beaches numy miles 
distant. I should really like to know whether any 
observing people living ten miles, more or less, inland 
from long beache-e, — in such a town, for instance, as 
Cantabridge, in the eastern part of the Territory of 
the Massachusetts, — have ever observed any such 
sound, and whether it was rightly accounted for as 
above. 

Mingling with these inarticulate sounds in the low 
miumur of memory, are the echoes of certun voices I 
have heard at rare intervals. I grieve to say it, but 
our people, I think, have not generally agreeable 
voices. The marrowy organisms, with skins that shed 
water like the backs of ducks, with smooth sorfaces 
neatly padded beneath, and velvet linings to their 
singing-pipes, are not so common among us as tliat 
other pattern of humanity with angular outlines and 
plane surfaces, arid intc^^nmeots, hair like the fibrous 
covering of a cocoa-nut in gloss and suppleness as well 
as color, and voices at once thin and strenuous; — 
acidulous enou^ to produce efferveseeneewith alkalis, 
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and ■faridulons eoough to sing duets with the katydids. 
I think our convenational soprano, as sometiines 
overheard in th« cars, arising from a group of young 
penons, who may have taken the train at <nie of our 
great industrial centres, for instance, — young persons 
oE the female sex, we will say, who have bustled in, 
full-dressed, engaged in loud strident speech, and who, 
after free discussitm, have fixed on two or more 
double seats, which having secured, they proceed to 
eat fq>ples and hand round daguerreotypes, — I say I 
think the conversational soprano, beard under these 
circamstaaces, would not be among tlie allurements 
the old Enemy would put in requisition, were he get- 
ting up a new tnnptation of St. Anthony. 

There are sweet voices among us, we aU know, and 
T(Hoes not musical, it may be, to tliose who hear tihem 
for the first time, yet sweeter to us than any we shall 
hear until we listen to some warbling angel la the 
overture to that eternity of blissful harmonies we hope 
to enjoy. — But why should I tell lies ? If my friends 
love me, it is because I try to tell the truth. I never 
heard but two voices in my life that frighteoed me by 
their sweetness. 

— Fr^htened you? — said the schoolmistress. — 
Yes, frightened me. They made me feel as if there 
might be constituted a creature with such a chord in 
her voice to some string in another's soul, that, if she 
but spoke, he would leave all and follow her, thou^^ 
it were into the jaws of Brebus. Our only chance to 
keep our wits is, that there are so few natural chords 
between others' voices and this string in our souls, 
and that those which at first may have jarred a little 
by and by come into harmony with it. — But I tell 
you this is no fiction. Yon may call the stoiy of 
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Ulysses and tlie Sirens a fable, but what will you say 
to Mario and the poor lady wlio followed him ? 

— Wbose were those two roices that bewitohed me 
so? — They both beloi^ed to German women. Ono 
was a chambermaid, not otherwise fascinating. The 
key of my room at a certun great hotel was missing, 
and this Teutonic maiden was summoned to give in- 
formation respecting it. The simple aoul was evi- 
dently not long from her mother-land, and spoke with 
sweet uncertainty of dialect. But to hear her wonder 
and lament and suggest with soft, liquid inflexions, 
and low, sad murmurs, in tones as full of serious ten- 
derness for the fate of the lost key as if it had been a 
child that had strayed from its mother, was so win- 
ning, that, had her features and figure been as deli- 
cious as her accents, — if she had looked like the mar- 
ble Qytie, for instance, — why, all I can say is — 

[The schoolmistress opened her ^es so wide, that I 
stopped short.] 

I was only going to say that I should have drowned 
myself. For Lake Erie was close by, and it is so 
much better to accept asphyxia, which takes cmly 
three minutes by the watch, than a mSaalliance, that 
lasts fifty years to begin with, and then passes along 
down the line of descent (breaking out in all manner 
of boorish manifestations of feature and manner, 
which, if men were only as short-lived as horses, could 
be readily traced back through the square-roots and 
the cnbe-roots of the family stem on which you have 
hung the armorial bearings of the De Champignons 
or the De la Monies, until one came to beings that 
ate with knives and said "Haow?"), that no person 
of right feeling could have hesitated for a single mo- 
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Hie aeoond of the lanshiiig voices I hxve heaxA 
was, as I have said, QaA of another GrermaD woioan. 
•^I aoppose I shall rain myself by saying that such 
e coold not have come from any Americanized 



— What was there in it ? — said the schoolmistress, 
— and, up<m my woid, her tones were so very musical, 
that I almost wished I had said three voices instead of 
two, and not made the onpatriotdc remark above re- 
ported. — Oh, I said, it had eo moch woman in it, — 
mtdiebritjf, aa well aa Jemineity ; — no self-assertion, 
such as free soffr^e introduces into every word and 
movement; large, vigorous nature, running back to 
those huge-limbed Germans of Tacitus, but subdued 
by the reverential training and tuned by the kindly 
culture of fifty generations. Sharp busineBs habits, a 
lean soil, independence, enterprise, and east winds, are 
not the best things for the larynx. Still, you hear 
noble voices among as, — I have known families fa- 
mous for them, — bat ask the first person you meet a 
question, and ten to one there is a hard, sharp, metal- - 
lie, matteivof-busineBB clink in the accents of the an- 
swer, that produces the effect of one of those bells 
which small trades-people connect with their shop- 
doors, and which spring upon your ear with such vi- 
vacity, as you enter, that your first impulse is to retire 
at once from the precincts. 

— Ah, but I must not forget that dear little child I 
saw and heard in a French hospital. Between two 
and three years old. Fell out of her chair and snapped 
both thigh-bones. Lying in bed, patient, gentle. 
Bough students round her, some in white aprons, 
looking fearfully business-like ; but the child placid, 
perfectly stilL I spoke to her, and the blessed little 
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cieatoro answered me in a voice of sudi heavenly 
Bweetness, widi that reedy thrill in it vhich you have 
heard in the thniah's even-song, that I seem to hear it 
at this moment, while I am writing, so many, mimy 
years afterwardfi. — Cest tout comme un serin, said 
the French student at my side. 

These are the voices which struck the key-note of 
my conceptions as to what the sounds we are to hear in 
heaven will be, if we shall enter through one of the 
twelve gates of pearL There must be other things 
besides aerolites that wander from their own epheres 
to ours ; and when we speak of celestial sweetness or 
beauty, we may be nearer the literal truth than we 
dream. If mankind generally are the shipwrecked 
survivors of some pre-Adamitio cataclysm, set adrift 
in these little open boats of humanity to make one 
more trial to reach the shore, — as some grave theolo- 
gians have maintained, — if, in plain English, men are 
the ghosts of dead devils who have *' died into life " 
(to borrow an expresnon from Keats), and walk t^ 
earth in a suit of living rags which lasts three or four 
score summers, — why, there must have been a few 
good spirits sent to keep them company, and these 
Bweet voices I speak of must belong to them. 

— I wish you could once hear my sister's voice, ■ — 
said the schoolmistress. 

If it is like yours, it must be a pleasant one, — 
said I. 

I never thought mine was anything, — said the 
schoolmistress. 

How should you know ? — said I. — People never 
hear their own voices, — any more than they see their 
own faoes. There is not even a looking-glass for the 
voice. Of course, there h something audible to us 
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wbeD we speak; but that sometliing is cot oar own 
voice as it is known to all our aoquaintanoes. I think, 
if an image spoke to us in our own tones, we should 
not know them in the least. — How pleasant it would 
be, if in another state of being we oould have shapes 
like OUT f<niner selves for playthings, — we standing 
outside or inside of them, as we liked, and they being 
to us just what we used to be to others I 

— I wcmder if there will be nothing like what we 
call *' play," after our earthly toys are broken, — - said 
the schoohnistress. 

HoHh, — said I, — what will the divinity-student 
say? 

[I thought she was hit, that time ; — but the shot 
must have gone over her, or on one side of her ; she 
did not flinch.] 

Oh, — said the schoolmistress, — he must lookout 
for my sister's heresies ; I am afraid he will be too 
busy with them to take care of mine. 

Do you mean to say, — said I, — that it is your sis- 
ter whom that student — 

[The young fellow commonly known as John, who 
had been sitting on the barrel, smoking, jumped off 
just then, kicked over the barrel, gave it a posh with 
his foot that set it rolling, and stuck his saucy-looking 
face in at the window so as to cut my question off in 
the middle ; and the schoolmistress leaving the room 
a few minutes afterwards, I did not have a chance to 
finish it. 

The young fellow came in and sat down in a chair, 
putting his heels on the top of another. 

Pooty girl, — said he. 

A fine yoang lady, — I replied. 

Keeps a fust-rate Bcho(d, according to aocounta, — • 
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smd he, — teaches all sorts of things, — Latin and 
Italian and mnmc. Folka rich once, — smashed up. 
She went ri{^t ahead as smart as if she 'd heen bom 
to woA. That 'b the kind o' prl I go for. I 'd marry 
her, mly two or three other girb would drown them- 
selves, if I did. 

I think the above is the longest speech of this young 
fellow's which I have put on reeoid. I do not like 
to change his peculiar ezpreBuons, for this is one of 
those cases in which the style is the man, as M. de 
Buffon says. The fact is, the young fellow is a good- 
hearted creatnre enough, only too fond of his jokes, 
— and if it were not for those heat-lightning winks 
on one side of his face, I should not mind his fun 
much.] 

[Some days after this, when the company were t(v 
gether again, I talked a little.] 

— I don't think I have a genuine hatred foe any- 
body. I un well aware that I differ herein from 
the sturdy English moralist and the stout American 
tragedian. I don't deny that I hate the sight of cer- 
tain people ; but the qualities which make me tend to 
hate the man himself are such as I am so much dis- 
posed to pity, that, except under immediate aggrava- 
tion, I feel kindly enough to the worst of them. It is 
such a sad thing to be bom a sneaking fellow, so much 
worse than to inherit a hump-back or a couple of club- 
feet, that I sometimes feel as if we ought to love the 
crippled souls, if I may use this expression, with a cer- 
tain tenderness which we need not waste on noble 
natures. One who is bom with such congenital inca- 
pacity that nothing can make a graitleman of him is 
entitled, not to our wrath, but to our profoundest 
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Bympathy. But as we oannot help hating the Bight of 
tiieae people, just aa ve do that of physical deformi- 
ties, we gradually eliminate tihem from our society, — 
we love them, but open the window aud let them go. 
By the time decent people reach middle age they have 
weeded tiieir circle pretty well of these unfortunates, 
unless they hare a taste for sudi Mitniii.lH ; in which 
case, no matter what their position may be, there is 
something, you may be sure, in their natures akin to 
that of their wretched parasites. 

— The divini^-student wished to know what I 
thought of afBnities, as well as of antipathies ; did I 
believe in love at first sight ? 

Sir, — said I, — all men love all women. That is 
the primd-fade aspect of the case. The Court of 
Mature assumes the law to be, that all men do so ; and 
the individual man is bound to show cause why he 
does not love any particular woman. A man, saya 
one of my old black-letter law-books, may show divers 
good reasons, as thus : He hath not seen tbe person 
named in the indictment ; she is of tender age, or tke 
reverse of that ; she hath cert^ peratmal disqualifica- 
tions, — as, for instance, she is a blackamoor, or hath 
an ill-favored countenance ; or, his capacity of loving 
being limited, his affections are engrossed by a pre- 
vious comer ; and so of other conditions. Not the less 
is it true that he is bound by duty and inclined by 
nature to love each and every woman. Therefore it 
is that each woman virtually sununons every man to 
show cause why he doth not love her. This is not by 
written document, or direct speech, for the most part:, 
but by certain signs of silk, gold, and other materials, 
which say to all men, — Look on me imd love, as in 
duty bouiuL Th^i the man pleadeth his special in- 
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capatdty, wliatsoever that may be, — as, for instance, 
inipecunioeity, or that he hath one or many wives in 
his household, or that he is of mean figure, or small 
capacity ; of which reasons it may be noted, that the 
first is, according to late decisions, of chiefest author- 
ity. — So far the old law-book. Bnt there is a note 
from an older authority, saying that every woman doth 
abo love each and every man, except there be some 
good reason to the contrary ; and a very observing 
friend of mine, a young unmarried clergyman, tells 
me, that, so far as his experience goes, he has reason 
to think the ancient author had fact to justify hia 
statement 

I '11 tell you how it is with the pictures of women 
we fall in love with at first sight. 

— We a'n't talking about pictures, — said the laud- 
lady's daughter, — we 're talking about women. 

I understood that we were speaking of love at sight, 
— I remarked, mildly. — Now, as all a man knows 
about a woman whom he looks at is just what a picture 
ae big as a copper, or a " nickel," rather, at the bottom 
of his eye can teach him, I think I am right in saying 
we are talking about the pictures of women. — Well, 
now, the reason why a man is not desperately in love 
with ten thousand women at once is jvst that which 
prevents all oat portraits being distinctly seen upon 
that wall. They all are painted there by reflection 
from our faces, but because all of them are painted on 
each spot, and each on the same surface, and many 
other objects at the same time, no one is seen as a 
picture. But darken a chamber and let a single pencil 
of rays in throngh a key-hole, then you have a picture 
on the walL We never fall in love with a woman in 
distinotion from women, imtil we oan get ao image of 
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her though a pin-hole ; and then we can see nothing 
else, and nobody but onrselvea can see the image in 
oar mental camera-obscora. 

— My friend, the Poet, tells me he has to leave 
town whenever the anniversaries come romid. 

What 's the difBcolty?— Why, they all want him 
to get up and make Kpeeches, or songs, or toasts ; 
which is just the very thing he does n't want to do. 
He is an old stoiy, he says, and hates to show on these 
occasions. But they tease him, and ooax ^'"1, and 
can't do without him, and feel all over his poor weak 
bead until they get their fingers on the Jontanelle 
(the Professor will tell you what this means, — he says 
the one at the top of the head always remains open in 
poets}, until, by gentle pressure on that soft pulsating 
c^rat, they stupefy him to the point of aequiesoence. 

There are times, thou^i, he says, when it is a pleas- 
uro, before going to some agreeable meeting, to msh 
out into one's garden and cluteh up a handful of what 
grows tliere, — weeds and violets together, — not cut- 
ting them off, but pulling them up by the roots with 
the brown earth tliey grow in sticking to them. That's 
his idea of a post-prandial perfonaanee. Looh here, 
now. These verses I am going to read you, he tells me, 
were pulled up by the roots just in that way, the otiier 
day. — Beautiful entertainment, — names there on 
the plates that Sow from all English-speaking tongues 
as familiarly as and or the; entertainers known when- 
ever good poetry and f^r title-pages are held in es- 
teem ; guest a kind-hearted, modest, genial, hop^ul 
poet, who Binge to the hearts of his countrymen, the 
British people, the songs of good cheer which the 
better days to come, as all honest souls trust and be- 
lieve, will turn into the prose of oomnum life. My 
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friend, die Poet, says you must not read such a string 
of verses too literally. If he triinmed it nicely below, 
you would n't see the roots, he says, and be likes to 
keep them, and a little of the soil clinging to them. 

This is tlie farewell my friend, the Poet, read to his 
and our friend, the Poet : — 

A GOOD TIME GOINGI 

Brave singer of dke comiog time. 

Sweet minstrel of the jojoiu present. 
Crowned witli the noblest wreath of ibjme, 

The hollf -leaf of Ayrshire's peasant, 
Good-bye! Good-bye! — Oar hearts and hands, 

Our lips in honest Saxon phrases. 
Cry, God be with him, till he stands 

His feet among the English daisies I 

'T is here we part ; — for other eyes 

The baay deck, the fluttering streamer, 
The dripping arms that plunge and rise. 

The waves in foam, the ship in tremor. 
The kerchiefs waving from the pier, 

The clondy pillar gliding o'er him. 
The deep bine desert, lone and drear. 

With heaven above and home before himi 

His homel — the Western giant smiles. 

And twirls the spotty globe to find it, — 
Tliia little speck the British Isles? 

'T is bntA freckle, — never mbtl it! — 
He laughs, and all his prairies roll, 

Each gurgling cataract roars and chnckleR, 
And ridges stretehed from pole to pole 

Heave till they crack their iron knuckles. 

Bat Memory blushes at the sneer. 
And Honor tm-ns with frown defiant. 

And Freedom, leaning on her spear, 
Lauglis louder tlian the laughing giant: — 
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" An iilet is » world," ihe Mud, 

" Wheo glorjr with its diut hat blended. 
And BrituD keeps her noble dead 
^U earth anil wat and skiee are rendedl '* 

Beneath each swinging foreBt-boi^ 

Some arm as stout in death reposes, — 
From wave-washed Coot b> heaTen-kissed brow 

Her valor's life-blood runs ia rosea; 
Hay, let our brothers of the West 

Write smiling in their florid pages, 
One-baU her soil has walked the rest 

In poets, heroes, martyrs, sageal 

Hogged in the chngiug billow's clasp. 

From sea-weed fringe to mountain heather. 
The British oak with rooted grasp 

%r slender handful holds together, — 
With cliffs of whit« and bowers of green. 

And Ocean narrowing la caress her, 
And hills and threaded streams between, — 

Our little mother iele, God bless herl 

In earth's broad temple where we stand. 

Fanned by the eastern gales that brought iis. 
We hold the missal in oar hand, 

Bright with the lines onr Mother taught ns; 
Where'er its blazoned page betrays 

The glistening links of gilded fetters. 
Behold, the half-tnmed leaf displays 

Her mbiic stained in crimson letCersl 

£noDght To speed a parting friend 

'T is vain alike to speak and listen ; — 
Tet stay, — these feeble accents blend 

Wi& rays of light from eyes that glisten. 
Good-byel once more, — and kindly tell 

In words of peace the yonng world's story, — 
And say, besides, — we love too well 

Onr mothers' seal, our fathers' glory 1 
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When mj friend, the Professor, found that my 
friend, the Poet, had been coming out in this full- 
blown style, he £ot a litUe excited, as yon may hare 
seen a canary, sometimes, when another strikes up. 
The Professor says he knows he can lecture, and 
thinks he can write verves. At any rate, he has often 
tried, and now he was determined to try again. So 
when some professional friends of his called him up, 
one day, after a feast of reason and a regular " &esbet " 
of soul which had lasted two or three hours, he read 
them these verses. He introduced them with a few 
remarks, he told me, of which the only one he remem- 
bered was this ; that he had rather write a single line 
which one among them should think worth remember- 
ing than set them aJl laughing with a string of epi- 
grams. It was all right, I don't doubt ; at any rate, 
that was his fancy then, and perhaps another time he 
may be obstinately hilarious ; however, it may be that 
he is growing graver, for time is a fact so long as 
docks and watches continue to go, and a cat can't be 
a kitten always, as the idd gentleman opposite said 
the other day. 

You must listen to this serionsly, for I think the 
Professor was very much in earnest when he wrote it. 

THE TWO ARMIES.' 

As Life'g nnending colnmn potm, 
Two^narghalled hosts are leeo, — 

Two armieB on the trampled ihorei 
Tbat Death flows black between. 

One mBTchea to the dram*bent*< roll, 
The wlde-moathed cUrion'a hny, 
* This poen^WM written for and rutd at » meedog of tbs 
Matuchnsetta Medical Society. 
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And bean upon a crimaon acroll, 
" Our glorjr ia to slajr." 

Ooe move* In rilence bj the meam, 

'With ud, ^t vatchfnl eyei, 
Calm ai the padent [danet's glean 

That walk* the clouded akiee. 

Along its front no ubr«e ihine, 

No blood-red pennona wktb; 
Ita banner bean the tln^e linoi 

" Our dat;r ia to aave." 

¥ae thoee do death-bed's lingering ihadej 

At Honor's trompet-call. 
With knitted brow and lifted blade 

In Glory's arms they tall. 

For these no clashing falchions bright, 

No stirring battle-crj; 
Hie bloodless stabber calls hj night, — 

Bach snswen, " Here am II " 

Fiv dutse the scnlptor's lanrelled bust. 

The boildu's marble [dies, 
The anthems pealing o'er their dust 

Tlirongli long cathedral aisles. 

For these the blosBCHn-sprinkled tart 

That floods Uie lonely graves. 
When Spring rolls in her sea-green mat 

In floweij-ioaming waves. 

Two paths lead upward from below. 

And ai^ls wait above. 
Who count each homing life-drop's flow, 

Each falling tear of love. 

Thoi^h from the Hero's bleeding br^^ 
Ber pulses Freedom drew, 
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Xhoi^h tbe white lilies in her oreat 
Spraog from that soarlet dew, — 

While TbIm'i haughty clutrnpiona wait 

TiU all their eom are shown, 
IiOve walb aachallenged through the gate, 

To sit beside the Throne! 



[The aohoolmistreas came down with a rose in her 
hair, — a fresh June rose. She has been walking 
early; she has brought back two others, — one on 
each cheek. 

I told her bo, in some snch pretty phrase as I could 
must«r tor the occasion. Those two blush-roses I just 
spoke of turned into a couple of damasks. I suppose 
all tiiis went through my mind, for this was what I 
went on to say : — ] 

I love the damask rose best of alL The flowers our 
mothers and sisters used to love and cherish, those 
which grow beneath our eaves and by our doorstep, 
are the ones we always love best. If the Hoi^hnhnms 
should ever catch me, and, finding me paiticulaily vi- 
cious and unmanageable, send a man-tamer to Kareyfy 
me, I '11 tell you what drugs he would have to take 
and how he would have to use them. Imagine your- 
self reading a number of the Houyhnhnm Gazette, 
^ving an account of such an experiment. 

"MAN-TAMINQ EXTEAOKDINAET." 
" The soft-hoofed semi-quadruped recently captured 
was subjected to the art of our tUstinguished man- 
tamer in presence of a numerous assembly. The aoi- 
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mal me led is by two stoat ponies, closely confined 
by straps to prevent his sudden and dangerous tricks 
of sboulder-liitting and foot«triking. His coimte- 
nance expressed the utmost degree of ferocity and cun- 
ning. 

" The operator took a handful of budding lUae- 
leaveSf and cruBhing them slightly between his hooSa, 
so as to bring oat their peculiar fragrance, fastened 
them to the end of a long pole and held them towards 
the creature. Its expression changed in an instant, — 
it drew in their fragrance eagerly, and attempted to 
aeSxe them tritfa its soft split hoofs. Having thus qui- 
eted his suspicious subject, the operator proceeded to 
tie a blue hj/adnth to the end of the pole and held it 
out towards the wild animal The effect was ma^caL 
Its eyes filled as if with raindrops, and its lips trem- 
bled as it pressed them to the flower. After this it 
was perfectly quiet, and brought a measure of com to 
the man-tamer, without shomng the least disposition 
to strike with the feet or hit from the shoulder." 

That wiU do for the Houyhnhnm Grazette. — Do 
yoo ever wonder why poets talk so much about flowers ? 
Did you ever hear of a poet who did not talk about 
them ? Don't you think a poem, which, for the sake 
of being original, should leave them out, would be like 
those verses where the letter a or e or some other is 
omitt«d ? No, — they will bloom over and over ag^ 
in poems as in the summer fields, to the end of time, 
always old and always new. Why should we be more 
shy of repeating ourselves than the spring be tired of 
blossoms or the night of stars ? Look at Nature. She 
never wearies of saying over her floral pater-noster, 
In the crevices of Cyclopean walls, ^ in the dost where 
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men lie, dost also, — od the moDnds that boiy huge 
cities, the wreck of Ifineveh and the Babel-heap, — 
still tbat same sweet prayer and benediction. The 
Amen I of Nature is always a dower. 

Are you tired of my trivial peraonalitiea, — those 
splashes and streaks of sentiment, sometimes perhaps 
of sentimentality, which you may see when I show you 
my heart's corolla as if it were a tulip ? Fray, do not 
give yourself the trouble to fancy me an idiot whose 
conceit it is to treat himself as an exceptional being. 
It is because you are just like me liiat I talk and know 
that yon will listen. We are all splashed and streaked 
with s^itiments, — not with precisely die same tints, 
or in exactly the same patterns, but by the same hand 
and from the same palette. 

I don't believe any of you happen to have just tlie 
same passion for iik& blue h^icinth which I hare, — 
very certainly not for the crushed lilac-leaf-bnds ; 
numy of yon do not know how sweet they are. You 
love tlie smell of the sweet-fern and the bay-berry- 
leaves, I don't doubt ; but I hardly think that the last 
bewitches you with young memories as it does me. 
For the same reason I come back to damask roses, 
after having raised a good many of the rarer varieties. 
I like to go to operas and concerts, but there are queer 
little old homely sounds that are better titan muenc to 
me. However, I suppose it 's foolish to tell such 
things. 

— - It is pleasant to be foolish at the right time, — 
Bud the divinity-student ; — saying it, however, in one 
of tiie dead languages, which I think are unpopular 
for summer-reading, and therefore do not bear quotfk- 
tion as such. 

Wellf now, — said I, — suppose a good, dean. 
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wholeBome-looldiig ooontryman's cart stops opposite 
my door. — Do I want any luickleberries ? — If I do 
not, there are those that do. Thereup(Hi my soft> 
voiced handmaid bears oat a large tin pan, and then 
tite wholesome coontryman, heaping the pech-meaBore, 
Bpreads his bioad hands aiound its lower are to con- 
fine the wild and triakj beiries, and bo they run 
nimbly aloi^ the narrowing channel until they tumble 
rostling down in a black cascade and tinkle on the re- 
Bounding metal beneath. — I won't say that this msb- 
ing faockleberry hail-storm has not more music for me 
tlian the " Anvil Chorus." 

— I wonder how my great trees aie coming on this 
smnmer. 

— Where are your great trees, Sir? — said the diviu- 
ily-stadent. 

Oh, all Toond abont New England. I call all trees 
mine that I have put my wedding-ring (m, and I have 
aa many tree-wives as Srighani Young has human ones. 

— One set 's as green as the other, — exclaimed a 
boarder, who has never been identafled. 

They're all Bloomers, — said the young fdlow 
called John. 

[I shoold have rebuked this trifling with laugoj^e, 
if oar landlady's daughter had not asked me just then 
what I meant by putting my wedding-ring on a tree.] 

Why, measuring it with my thirty-foot tape, my 
dear, — said I, — I have worn a tape almost oot on 
the rough barks of our old New England elms and 
other big trees. — Don't you want to hear me talk 
trees a little now ? That is one of my speoialtdes. 

[So they all agreed that they should like to hear me 
talk about trees.] 

I want yon to nndersttmd, in the first place, that I 
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have a most intense, passionate fondness for trees in 
general, and have had Beveral romantic attachments to 
certain trees in particular. Now, if you expect me to 
hold forth in a " scientific " way about my tree-loves, 
— to talk, for instance, of the Ulmus Americana, and 
describe the ciliated edgcB of its samara, and all that, 
— you are an aneerine individual, and I must refer 
you to a doll friend who will diaoonrse to you of such 
matters. What should you diink of a lover who 
should describe the idol of hu heart in the language 
of science, thus : Class, Mammalia ; Order, Primates ; 
Genus, Homo ; Species, Europeus ; Yatiet;, Brows ; 
Individual, Ann Eliza ; Dental Formula, 
.2 — 2 1 — 1 2 — 2 3 — 3 , 
* 2^^*^ rri^2^^'"3^^' '^'^ ^"""^ 

Ifo, my friends, I shall speak of trees as we see 
them, love them, adore them in the fields, where they 
are aJire, holding their green sun-shades over our 
heads, talking to us with their hundred thousand 
whispering tongues, looking down on us with that 
sweet meekness which belongs to huge, bat limited 
organisms, — which one sees in the brown eyes of 
oxen, but most in the patient posture, the outstretched 
arms, and the heavy-drooping robes of' these vast be- 
ings endowed with life, but not with soul, — which 
outgrow us and outlive us, but stimd helpless, — poor 
things I — while Nature dresses and undresses them, 
like so many full-sized, but imder-witted children. 

Did you ever read old Daddy Gilpin ? Slowest of 
men, even of English men; yet delicious in his slow- 
ness, as is the light of a sleepy eye in woman. I always 
supposed " Dr. Syntax " was written to make fun of 
him. I have a whole set of his works, and am very 
proud of it, with its gray paper, and open type, and 
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long fT, and orange - juice landscapes. P^re Giilinn 
had the kind of science I like ia the stndj of Natnre, 
— a little leas observation tiian White of Sdbome, 
bnt a little more poetry. — Jost think of applying the 
Linnnan system to an elm I Who cares how many 
stamens or pistila that little brown flower, which comes 
oat before tiie leaf, may have to olassify it by? What 
we want ia the meaning, the character, the expression 
of a tree, as a bind and aa an individual. 

There is a mother-idea in each partioolar kind of 
tree, which, if well marked, is probably embodied in 
the poetry of every language. Take the oak, for in- 
stance, and we find it always standing as a type of 
strength and endurance. I wonder if you ever thought 
of the single mark (rf supremacy which distingaishes 
this tree from those around it ? The others shirk the 
work of resisting gravity; the oak defies it. It chooses 
the horizontal dkection for its limbs so that their 
whole weight may tell, — and then stretches them out 
fifty or sixty feet, so that the strain may be mighty 
enough to be worth resisting. You will find, that, in 
passing from the extreme downward drot^ of the 
branches of the weeping-willow to tiio extreme upward 
inclination of those of the poplar, they sweep nearly 
half a circle. At 90° the oak stops short; to slant 
upward another d^ree would mark infirmity of pur- 
pose ; to bend downwards, weakness of organization. 
The American elm betrays something of both; yet 
sometimes, as we shall see, puts on a certain resem- 
blance to its sturdier neighbor. 

It won't do to be exclusive in oar taste about 
trees. There is hardly one of them which has not pe- 
culiar beauties in some fitting place for it. I rement- 
ber a tall pc^ilar of mfmumental proportioiui and a» 
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pect, a vast pillar of glossy green, placed coi tlie Bum- 
mit of a lofty hJH, and a beacon to all tiie country 
round. A native of that r^;ion saw fit to build his 
house very near it, and, having a fancy that it might 
blow down some time or other, and exterminate him- 
self and any incidental relatives who might be " stop- 
ping " or '* tarrying " with him, — also laboiing nnder 
the delusion tii&t human life is under all circumstances 
to be preferred to vegetable existence, — had the great 
poplar cut down. It is so easy to say, "It is only a 
poplar," and so much harder to replace its living cone 
than to build a granite obelisk 1 

I must tell you about some of my tree-wives. I was 
at one period of my life much devoted to tlie young 
lady-popnlation of Rhode Island, a smaQ bnt delight- 
ful State in the ne^hborhood of Pawtnoket The 
number of inhabitants being not very huge, I had 
leisure, during my visita to the Providence Plantations, 
to inspect tbe face of the country in the intervals of 
more fascinating studies of physiognomy. I heard 
some talk of a great elm a short distance from the lo- 
cality just mentioned. " Let us see the great elm," 
— I s^d, and proceeded to find it, — knowing that it 
was on a certain farm in a place called Johnston, if 
I remember rightly. I shall never forget my ride aad 
my introduction to tlie great Johnston elm. 

I always tremble for a celebrated tree when I ap- 
proach it for the first time. Provincialism has no 
scale of excellence in man or v^etable ; it never 
knows a first-rate article of either kind when it has it, 
and is constantly taking second and third rate ones 
for Nature's best. I have often fancied the tree was 
af nud of me, and that a sort of shiver came over it as 
over a betrothed maiden when she first stands before 
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the unknovn to wIkhu she has been plighted. Before 
the measuiing tape the proodest tree of them all quails 
and ahrinkfl into itself. All those stories of four or 
Ave men Btretching their arms around it and not 
tonehing each other's fingers, of one's pacing the 
shadow at noon and TnnTHng it so many hundred feet, 
die upon its leafy lips in the presence of the awful rib- 
bon which has stranded so many false pretensions. 

Ab I rode along the pleasant way, watching eagerly 
for the object of my journey, the rounded tops of tlie 
elms rose from time to time at the road-side. Wher- 
ever one looked taller and fuller than the rest, I asked 
myself, — "Is this it?" But as I drew nearer, they 
grew smaller, — or it proved, perhaps, that two stand- 
ing in a line had looked like one, and so deceived me. 
At last, all at once, when I was not ttiinlring of it, — 
I declare to yon it makes my flesh creep when I think 
of it now, — all at once I saw a great green cloud 
swelling in the horizon, so vast, so symmetrical, of 
such Olympian majesty and imperial supremacy 
unong the lesser forest-growths, that my heart stopped 
short, then jumped at my ribs as a hunter springs at a 
five-barred gate, and I felt all throogh me, without 
need of uttering the words, — "This is it I " 

You will find this tree described, with many others, 
in the excellent Report upon the Trees and Shrubs of 
Massacfansetts. The author has given my friend the 
Professor credit for some of his measurements, bnt 
measured this tree himself, carefully. It is a grand 
elm for size of trunk, spread of limbs, and muscular 
development, — one of the first, perhaps the first, of 
the first class of New England elms. 

The largest actual g^rth I have ever found at five 
feet from the ground is in the great elm lying a stone's 
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tlitow or two nortli of ihe main road (if my points of 
compass are right) in Springfield. But this has much 
the appearance of having been formed by the union of 
two trtmks growing side by side. 

The West-Springfield elm and one npon North- 
ampton meadows belong also to the first class of 
trees. 

There is a noble (dd wreck of an elm at Hatfield, 
which used to spread its daws out over a cireomf er- 
enco of thirty-five feet or more before they covered 
the foot of its bole up with earth. This is the 
American elm most like an oak of any I have ever 
seen. 

The Sheffield elm is equally remarkable for size and 
perfection of form. I have seen nothing that comes 
near it in Berkshire County, and few to compare with 
it anywhere. I un not sure that I remember any 
other first-class elms in New England, but there may 
be many. 

— What makes a first-class elm ? — Why, size, in 
the first place, and diiefly. Anything over twenty 
feet of clear girth, five feet above the ground, and 
with a spread of branches a hundred feet across, may 
claim that title, according to my scale. All of them, 
with the questionable exception of the Springfield 
tree above referred to, stop, so far as my experience 
goes, at about twenty-two or twenty-three feet of 
girth and a hundred and twenty of spread. 

Khns of the second class, generally ranging from 
fourteen to eighteen feet, are comparatiTely common. 
The queen of them all is that glorious tree near one of 
the churches in Springfield. Beautiful and stately she 
is beyond all pruse. The " great tree " on Boston 
common oomeB in the second rank, as does the one at 
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Cobasset, vUoh used to have, and probably has still, 
a head as round as an apple-tree, and that at Newbiuy- 
poit, with scores of others which might be mentioned. 
These last two have perhaps been over-celebrated. 
Both, however, aze pleasing v^etablea. The poor old 
Fittsfield elm lives on its past reputation. A wig o£ 
false leaves is indispensable to make it presentable. 

[I don't doubt there may be some monster^elm or 
other, v^etating green, but inglorious, in some rooote 
New England village, which only wants a sacred singer 
to make it celebrated. Send as your meaeurementst 
— (certified by the postoiaster, to avoid posdble im- 
position), — cireiimference five feet from soil, lengtli 
of line from bough^end to bough-end, and we will see 
what can be done for you.] 

— I wish somebody would get us up the following 
work 1 — 

8TLVA NOTAN6UCA. 

Photographs of New England Elms and other Trees, 
taken np(m the Same Scale of M^nitude. With Let- 
ter-Press Descriptions, by a Distinguished Literary 
(zentleman. Boston & Co. 185 . . 

The same camera should be used, — so far as pos- 
sible, — at a fixed distance. Our friend, who has 
given na so many interesting figores in his "Trees of 
America," must not think this Prospectus invades his 
province ; a dozen portraits, with lively descriptiong, 
would be a pretty complement to his lit^e work, which, 
BO far as published, I find excellent. If my plan were 
carried out, and uiotber series of a dozen English 
trees photographed on the same sciJe, the comparison 
would be charming. 

It has always been a favorite idea of mine to bring 
the life ai tihe Old and the New World face to Saee, 
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by an accurate compariscm of their Taiiaas types of 
organizatioii. We shoald begin with man, of course ; 
institute a lai^ and exact comparison between tbe 
development of la pianta umana, as Alfleri called it, 
in different sections of eatdt country, in the different 
callings, at different i^;eB, estimating height, weight, 
force by the dynam<mieter and the spirometer, and 
finishing off widi a series of typical photographs, giv- 
ing the prindpal national pbysiognomiea. Mr. Hoteh- 
inson has given us some excellent English data to 
begin with. 

llien I would follow this up by contrasting the vari- 
ous parallel forms of life in the two continents. Our 
naturalists have often referred to this incidentally or 
expressly ; bat the animus of Nature in the two half 
globes of the plimet is so momentous a point of interest 
to our race, that it should be made a subject of ex- 
press and elaborate study. Go out with me into that 
walk which we call the Mall, and look at the English 
and Ameriean elms. The American elm is tall, grace- 
ful, slendei^rayed, and drooping as if from hmguor. 
The English elm ia compact, robust, holds its branches 
up, and carries its leaves for weeks longer than our 
own native tree. 

Is this typical of the creative force on the two sides 
of tile ocean, or not ? Nothing but a careful compari- 
son through the n^ole realm of life can answer this 
question. 

There is a parallelism without identity in the animal 
and vegetable life of the two continents, which favors 
the task of comparison in an extraordinary manner. 
Just as we have two trees alike in many ways, yet not 
the same, both ehns, yet easily distingnishable, juat so 
we have a complete flora and a fauna, which, parting 
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frcnn the same ideal, embody it with Tuioos modifica- 
tioDB. iDventive power is the only quality of which 
the CreatiTe Intelligenoe seenui to be economical ; just 
as with our largest hmoan minds, that is the divinest 
of faculties, and the one that most exhausts the mind 
which exercises it. As the same patterns have very 
commonly been followed, we can see which is worked 
out in the largecrt spirit, and determine the exact lim- 
itations under which the Creator places the movem^it 
of life in all its manifestations in either locality. We 
should find ourselves in a very false poution, if it 
shoold prove that Anglo-Saxons can't live here, but 
die out, if not kept up by fresh supplies, as Dr. Knox 
and other more or less wise persons have maintained. 
It may turn out the other way, as I have heard aae ot 
onr literary oelebrities argue, — and though I took 
the other side, I liked his beet, — that the American 
is the iEuglishmaii reinforced. 

— Will you walk out and look at those elms with 
me after breakfast 7 — I said to the schoolmistress. 

[I am not going to tell lies about it, and say that 
she blushed, — as I suppose she oi^bt to have done, 
at such a tremendous piece of gallantry as that was 
for our boarding-house. On the contrary, she turned 
a little pale, — but smiled brightly and said, — Yes, 
with pleasure, but she must walk towards her schooL 
— She went for her bonnet. — The old gentleman op- 
posite followed her with his eyes, and said he wished 
he was a young fellow. Presently she oame down, 
looking very pretty in her half-monming bonnet, and 
carrying a schooUbook in her hand.J 
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HT FIBST WALK WITH THE BCHOOLHISTBESS. 

This is the shortest waj, — slie said, as we came to 
A oomer. — TheD wo won't take it, — said I. — The 
Bchoolmistress laughed c little, and said she was ten 
. minates early, so she could ^ round. 

We walked under Mr, Paddock's 'row of English 
elms." The gray squirrels were out looking for their 
breakfasts, and one of them t^une toward us in h^A, 
soft, intermittent leaps, until he was close to the rul 
of the burial-ground. He was on a grave with a broad 
hlue-slate-stone at its head, and a shrub growing on it. 
The stone stud this was the graTe of a young man who 
was the son o£ an Honorable gentleman, and who died 
a hundred years ago and more. — Oh, yes, died, — 
with a small triangular mark in one breast, and an- 
other smaller opposite, in his back, where another 
young man's rapier had slid through his body; and so 
he lay down out there on the Common, and was 
found cold the next morning, with the night-dews and 
the deatltdews mingled on his forehead. 

Let US have one look at poor Benjamin's grave, — 
said I. — His bones lie where his body was hud so 
long ago, and where the stone says they lie, — which 
is more than can be said of most of the tenants of this 
and several other burial-grounds. 

[The most accursed act of Vandalism ever com- 
mitted widun my knowledge was the uprooting of the 
ancient gravestones in three at least of our city burial- 
grounds, and one at least just outside the city, and 
plantiug them in rows to suit the taste for symmetry 

" " Mr. IMdock's row of EogUsh elms " hw gone, but " Poor 
Benjamin " lies quietly nnder the some stone the schoolmistnws 
law throngli tlie iron rails. 
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of the perpetrators. Many years ago, wben this dis* 
graoeful prooesa vas going on under my eyes, I ad- 
dressed an indignant remonstranoe to a leading jonr- 
naL I suppose it was deficient in literaiy elegance, 
or too warm in its language ; for no notice was taken 
of it, and the fayena^horror was allowed to complete it- 
self in the face of daylight. I have never got over it. 
The bones of my own ancestors, being entombed, lie 
beneath their own tablet ; but l^e upright stooeB hare 
been shuffled about like chessmen, and notJiing short 
of the Day of Judgment will tell whose dust lies be- 
neatlt any of those records, meant by affection to muk 
one small spot as sacred to some cherished memory. 
Shamel ahamel shamel — &at is all I can say. It 
was oa poblio thoroughfares, under the eye of author^ 
ity, that this infamy was enacted. The red Indians 
would have known better ; the selectmen of an Afri- 
can kraal-village would have bad more respect for 
tlieir ancestors. I should like to see the grsvestones 
which have been disturbed all removed, and the 
gionnd levelled, leaving the flat tombstones ; epitaphs 
were never famous for truth, but the old reproach of 
" Here lies *' never had such a wholesale illnatration 
as in these outraged burial-plaoes, where tlie etone 
does lie above and the bones do not lie beneath.] 

Stop before we turn away, and breathe a woman's 
sigh over poor Benjamin's dust Love killed him, I 
think. Twenty years old, and out there fighting an- 
other young fellow on tlte Common, in the cool of tiiat 
old July evening ; — yes, there must have beoi love at 
the bottom of it 

The schoolmietresa dropped a rosebud she had in 
her hand, through the rails, upon the grave of Benja- 
min Woodbridge. That was all her comment aprai 
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what I told her. — How women lore Love ! said I ; — 
but she did not speak. 

We eatne opposite tlie head of a place or court run- 
ning eastward from the main street. — Look down 
there, — I sud, — Mj friend, the Professor, lived in 
that house at the left hand, next the further comer, 
for years and years. He died out of it, the other day. 
— Died 7 ~ said the s^oolmistress. — Certainly, — 
sidd L — We die out of houses, just as we die oat (rf 
our bodies. A commercial smash kills a hundred 
men's houses for them, as a railroad crash kills their 
mortal frames and drives out the immortal tenants. 
Men Bioken of houses nntil at last Ihey quit them, as 
the Bonl leaves its body when it is tired of its infimu- 
ties. The body has been called " the house we live 
in " ; the house is quite as much the body we live in. 
Shall I tell yon some things, the Profesaor said the 
other day ? — Do ! — said the schooInuBtress. 

A man's body, — said the Professor, — is whatever 
is occupied by his will and his sensibility. The small 
room down there, where I wrote those papers you re- 
member reading, was much more a portion of my body 
than a paralytic's senseless and motionless arm or leg 
is of his. 

The soul of a man has a series of concentric envel- 
opes round it, like the core of an onion, or the inner- 
most of a nest of boxes. First, he has his natural gar- 
ment of flesh and blood. Then, his artificial integu- 
ments, with their true skin of solid stofis, their cuticle 
of lighter tissues, and their variously-tinted pigments. 
Thirdly, his domicile, be it a single chamber or a 
stately mansion. And then, the whole visible world, 
in which Time buttons him up as in a loose outside 
wrapper. 
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You shall observe, — the Fiofeeaor said, — for, like 
Mr. John Hunter and other great men, he biings in 
that shall with great effect sometimes, — you shall ob- 
serve t2iat a man's clothing or series of envelopes does 
after a certain time mould itself upon his iudividoal 
nature. We know this of oar hats, and are always 
reminded of it when we hiq>peii to put them on wrong 
side foremost. We soon find that the beaver is a hol- 
low cast of &e skuU, with all its irr^ular bumps and 
depressionB. Jost so all that clotiies a man, even to 
the blue sky which caps his head, — a little loosely,— 
sluq)ee itself to fit each particular being beneatb it. 
Paimere, sailors, astronomers, poets, lovers, condemned 
criminals, all find it different, according to the eyes 
with -wbidh they severally look. 

Bat our houses shape themselves palpably on our 
inner and oater natnres, &ee a householder breakii^ 
np and you will be sure of it There is a shell-fish 
which builds all manner of smaller shells into the 
walls of its own. A bouse is nev^ a home until we 
have crusted it with the spoilB of a hundred lives be- 
sides those of our own past See what these are and 
yon can tell what the occnpant is. 

I had no idea, — said the Professor, — mitil I pulled 
up my domestic establishment the other day, what an 
enormous quantity of roots 1 had been making during 
the years I was planted there. Why, there was n't a 
nook or a corner that some fibre had not worked its 
way into ; and when I gave the last wrench, each of 
them seemed to shriek like a mandrake as it Inoke its 
bold and came away. 

There is nothing that happens, you know, «4uch 
must not inevitably, and wtudi does not actually, pho- 
tograph itself in every conceivable aspect and in all 
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dimensioiu. The inflnite galleries of the Past await 
bat one brief prooeu and all their piotatM will be 
called oat and fixed forever. We had a oaiiooB 11- 
InatrKtioQ of the great fact on a very humble wale. 
When a certain bookcate, loi^ standing in one place, 
tot which it wa« boUt, wae removed, there was the ex- 
act image on the wall of the whole, and of many of its 
ptnrtions. Bat in the midst of this picture wu another, 
^ the preoiae outline of a map which had hung on the 
vail before the bookcase was boilt. We had all for- 
gotten everything about the map uitil we saw ita pho- 
tc^raph on the walL Then we ronembered it, as some 
day or other we may remember a sin which has been 
built over and covered i^, when this lower universe is 
palled away from before the wall of Infini^, where 
the wrongdoing stands self-recorded. 

Hie Professor lived in that house a long time — 
not twenty years, but pretty near it. When he en- 
tered that door, two shadows glided over the thresh- 
old; five lingered in the doorway when he passed 
through it for the last time, — and one of the shadows 
was claimed by its owner to be longer than his own. 
What cha]:^;e8 he saw in that quiet plaoel Death 
rained through every roof but his ; children came into 
life, grew to matority, wedded, faded away, threw them- 
selves away ; the whole drama of life was played in 
that stock company's theatre of a dozen houses, one of 
which was his, and no deep sorrow or severe calamity 
ever entered his dwelling. Peace be to those walls, 
forever, —the Professor said, — for the many pleas- 
ant years he has passed within them I 

The Professor has a friend, now living at a distanoe, 
who has been with him in many of his changes of 
place, and who follows him in imagination with tender 
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ulteiest whereyer he goes.— In that little ooort, where 
he lired in gay lonelineas so hmg, — 

— in Ub antmnnal sojonm by the Conneotiont, vrhere 
it oomes loitering down from itB mountain fastnesses 
like a great lord, swallowiag np the small proprietary 
riTuleta very quietly as it goes, until it gets proud and 
swollen and wantons in huge luxurious oxbows about 
the fair Nortiuunpton meadows, and at last overflows 
die oldest inhabitant's memory in profligate freshets 
at Hartford and all along its lower shores, — np in 
that caravansary on die banks of the stream where 
Ledyajd launched his h^ oanoe, and the jovial old 
Colonel used to lead the Conunencement processious, 
— where blue Asontnc^ looked down from the ia,T dis- 
tance, and the hills of Benlah, as the Professor always 
called them, rolled up the opposite horizon in soft 
climbing maeses, so sn^ieetive of the Pilgrim's Heav- 
enward Path that he used to look through his old 
" Dollond " to see if the Shining Ones were not within 
range of mght, — sweet visions, sweetest in those Sun- 
day walks which carried them by the peaceful Common, 
through the solemn village lying in oataleptio stillness 
under the shadow of the rod of Moaes, to the terminus 
of their hannless stroll, — the patulous fage, in the 
Professor's classic dialect, — the spreading beeoh, in 
more familiar phrase, — [stop and breathe here a 
moment, for the sentence is not done yet, and we have 
anodier loi^ journey before us,] — 

■ — and again once more up among those otiber hills 
that shut in the amber-flowing Honaatonic, — dark 
stream, but clear, like the Incid orbs that shine be- 
neath the lids of auburn - haired, sherry-wine^ed 
demi-blondes, — in the home overlooking the winding 
stream and the smooth, flat meadow ; looked down 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



rHB AVTOCHAT OF THE BK£AKFAfiT-TABLE. 245 

DpOD b^ wild hills, where the tntcks of bears and oata- 
mounts may yet sometimes be seen upon the winter 
snow ; facing the twin summits which rise in the far 
North, the highest waves of the great land>«tonn in 
all this billowy r^on, — suggestive to mad fancies 
of the breasts of a half-buried Titsness, stretched out 
by a stray thunderbolt, and hastily hidden away be- 
neath the leaves of the forest, — in that home where 
seven blessed summers were passed, which stand in 
memory like the seven golden candlesticks in tbe be- 
atific vision of the holy dreamer, — 

— in that modest dwelling we were jnst lookii^f at, 
not ^orions, yet not unlovely in the youth of its drab 
and mahogany, — full of great and little boys' play- 
dungs from top to bottom, — in all these summer or 
winter nests he was always at home and always wel- 
come. 

This long articulated si^ of reminiscences, — tliia 
calenture which shows me the maple-shadowed plains 
of Berkshire and the mountain-ciroled green of Chi- 
ton beneath the salt waves which come feeling their 
way along the wall at my feet, restlesB and soft-touch- 
ing as blind men's busy fingers, — is for that friend of 
mine ' who looks into the waters of the Fatapsco and 
sees beneath them the same visions which paint them- 
selves for me in the green depths of the Charles. 

* " That friend of mine " was the late Joseph Boby-, once a 
fellow-teacher with me in die Medical School of Dartmouth Col- 
lege, afterwards profeBBor in the UDiTer»Itj> of Maryland. Ho 
was a man of keen intellect and warm affectioni, but otit of th« 
range of bit official dntiei seen of few and nnderstood only by a 
very limited nmnber of intimatea. I need to refer to mj wise 
friend *o often, and he was so rarely visible, that some doubted 
if there was any such individual, or if he were not of the irapei^ 
■oaal nature of Sairy Gamp's Mrs. Harris. I remember £ms^ 
*on waa one of these Bmiliog sceptics. 
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— Did I talk all this off to the BohoolmistreBS 7 — 
Why, no, — of course not. I have been talking with 
you, the reader, for the last t«n minutea. You don't 
think I shoold expect any woman to listen to such a 
sentence as that long one, without giving her a chance 
to pat in a word ? 

• — What did I say to the schoolnustress ? — Permit 
me one moment. I don't doubt your delicacy and 
good-breeding ; but in this particular case, as I was 
allowed the privilege of walking alone with a very 
interesting young woman, you must allow me to re- 
mark, in the classic version of a familiar phrase, used 
by our Master Benjamin Franklin, it is mdlwn tm 
negotii. 

When the schoolmistress and I reached the school* 
room door, the damask roses I spoke of were so much 
heightened in color by exercise that I felt sure it 
would be useful to her to take a stroll like this every 
morning, and made up my mind I would ask her to 
let me join her ag^n. 

BXTBACT FBOM UT ^tlTATB JOUSHAl. 

(To be burned unread.) 

I am afraid I have been a fool ; for I have told as 
much of myself to this young person as if she were 
of that ripe and discreet age which invites confidence 
and expansive utterance. I have been low-spirited 
and listless, lately, — it is coffee, I think, — (I ob- 
serve that which is bought ready-grfmnd never afEeots 
the head), — and I notice that I tell my secrets too 
easily when I am down-hearted. 

Hiere are inscriptions on our hearts, which, like 
that on Dighton Book, are never to be seen except 
at dead-low tide. 
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There is & woman's footstep on the sand at &e side 
of my deepest ooean-buried insoriptioti ! 

— Oh, no, no, no I a thousand times, no I — Yet 
v/hat is tliis which has been shaping itself in my sonl? 

— Xsit a thought? — is it a dream? — is it apduatON? 

— llien I know what comes next 

— The Aerjrlum staodB on a bright and bree^ hill ; 
those glazed corridors are pleasant to walk in, in bad 
weather. But there are iron bars to all the windows. 
When it is fair, some of as can stroll outside that very 
high fence. But I never see mneh life in those 
groops I smnetimes meet; — and then tbe careful 
man watohes Uiem so closely I How I remember 
that sad company I used to pass on fine mominga, 
wh^t I was a schoolboy I -~ B., witit his anns full of 
yellow weeds, — ore from the gold mines which he 
discovered long before we heard of Califomiai, — Y., 
bom to millions, crazed by too much plum-cake (the 
boys said), dogged, explosive, — made a Polyphemus 
of my weak-eyed schoolmaster, by a vicious fiirt with 
a stick, — (the multi-millionnaires sent him a trifle, 
it was said, to buy another eye with ; but boys are 
jealous of rich folks, and I don't doubt the good 
people made him easy for life), — how I remember 
them an I 

I recollect, as all do, the stoiy of the Hall of Eblis, 
in "Vatli^" and how each shape, as it lifted its 
band from its breast, showed its heart, — a burning 
coaL The real Hall of El^ stands on yonder sum- 
mit. Go there on the next visiting-^lay and ask that 
figure crooched in the comer, huddled up like those 
Tn dian mummies and skeletons found buried in the 
sitting posture, to lift its hand, — look upon its heart, 
and behold, not fire, but ashes. — No, I moat not 
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think of snch an encUngl Dying would be a mvch 
more gentlemanly way of meeting tlte difficulty. 
Make a will and leave ber a house or two and some 
■tooks, and otlieT little financial otMiTenienoea, to take 
away her necessity for keeping sbhooL — I wonder 
what nice yonng man's feet woold be in my French 
BHppen before six months were over! Well, what 
then ? If a nutn really loves a wwnan, c^ ooorse he 
would n't mairy her for the world, if he were not 
quite sure that be was the best person she oould l^ 
any poarilofity many. 

— It ia odd enwi^ to read over what I have 
JDSt been writing. — It is the merest fancy that ever 
was in the world. I shall never be married. She 
will; and if she is as pleasant as she has been so 
&r, I will give her a silver tea-set, and go and take 
tea with her and her hosband, sometimes. No coffee, 
I hope, thou^ — it depresses me sadly. I feel very 
miserably ; — they must have been grinding it at 
bcHoe. — Another monung walk will be good for me, 
and I don't doubt the Bchoolmistrees will be glad of 
a little fresh air before school. 

— Ute throblong flushes of the poetical intermit- 
tent have been coming over me from time to time 
<^ late. Did you ever see that electrical experiment 
which consists in passing a flash through letters of 
gold leaf in a darkened room, whereapon some name 
or legend springs out of the darkness in characters of 
fire? 

There are songs all written out in my sonl, which 
I eould read, if the flash might pass through them, — 
but the fire must come down from heaven. Ah I but 
what if the stormy nimbua of youthful pasdon has 
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Mown by, and one asks for lightning from tbe ragged 
cirrus of disBolving aspir&tioQS, or the ralvered eumii' 
lus of sluggish satiety? I will call on her whom the 
dead poets believed in, whom living ones no longer 
worship, — the immortal maid, who, name her what 
you will, — Goddess, Mose, Spirit of Beauty, — sits 
by the pillow of every youthful poet and bends over 
his pale forehead until her tresses lie upon his cheek 
and rain their gold into his dreams. 

MU8A. 

O mj lost Beaittf t — hut thou folded quite 

Thj iringB of mcHDing light 

Beyond tboM iron gates 
Where Life crowdi hnrrjing to the haggaid F&tu, 
And Age upon hia mound of athes wsiti 

To clull our fiery dreami. 
Hot from tlie heart of youth plunged in his icy itresm* ? 

Leave me not fading in thete weed* of care. 

Whose flowers are lilrered hair ! — 

Have I not loTed thee long, 
llioagh my yoQ&g lips have often done thee wrong 
And vexed thy heaven-tuned ear with careleii loog ? 

Ah, wilt thou yet return, 
Bearing thj rose-hned torch, and hid thine altar bom ? 

Come tomel — I will flood thy silent ihrine 

With my soul's ucred wine, 

And heap thy marble floors 
As the wild epice-trees waste their fragrant (twes 
In leafy islands walled with madrepores 

And lapped in Orient seas. 
When all their feathery palms toss, plume-like, in the breOM 

Come to me I — thou shall feed on honied words, 
Sweeter than song (rf birds ; — 
No wailing bulbul's throat, 
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No meltiog dnlciiuer'i melodioiu note, 

When o'er the midn^ht wave its miinnnn float. 

Thy nriihed aeose might loothe 
Witli flow K> liqaid-H^t, with itrun k> velvet-mraoth. 

Thou thalt be decked with jeweli, like a queen, 

Soi^ht in those bowers of greeo 

Where loop the cluitered Tines 
And the close-clii^ing dulcamara twinei, — 
Fore pearli of Maydew where the moonlight ihlnea, 

And Summer*! fmiled gems, 
And ixnl pend&nta thorn from Autmnn's berried sterna. 

Bit hj me drifting oa the Bleeps waves, — 

Or stretched hj grass-grown graves. 

Whose gray, high-shoal dered stones. 
Carved with old names Life's time-worn roll diiowni, 
I<ean, lichen-spotted, o'er tlie crumbled bones 

Still slumbering where thej lay 
While the sad pilgrim watched to scare the wolf awaj. 

SfHvad o'er my couch thy vigtonary wingl 

Sdtl let me dream and sing, — 

Dream of that winding shore 
Where scarlet cardinals bloom, — for me no more, — 
The stream with heaven beneath its liquid floor, 

And clustering nenuphars 
Sprinkling its mirrored Uue like golden-chaliced stars I 

Come while th^ balms the lioden-bloasoms shad I — 

Come while the rose is red, — 

While blue-eyed Summer smiles 
On the green ripples round yon sunken piles 
Washed by the moon-wave warm from Indian isles, 

And on the sultry air 
Ike chestnuts spread their palms like holy men in prayar. 

Oh, for thy burning lips to fire toy brain 
With thrills of wild sweet paini— 
On life's autumnal blast, 
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like ihrirelled leavu, yoatb's purion-fiower* are CMt,— 
Ooce loving the«, we love tbee to the last! — 

Behold thj new-decked shrine, 
And hear onoe more the v^oe HM bnatlwd '* Famar tUiw.'' 



XL 

\Thr oompui]' looked a little flustered one moming 
mhea I came in, — so mnoh so, that I inquired of my 
neighbor, the dirinity-student, what had been going 
on. It appears that the young fellow whom they call 
John had taken advantage of my beii^ a little late (I 
having been rather longer than usual dressing that 
moming) to oiicnlate several qnestions involving a 
quibble or play upon words, — in short, containing 
that indignity to the human understanding, condemned 
in the passages from the distingoisbed moralist of the 
last century and the illnsMoos historian of the pres- 
ent, whioh I cited on a former occssion, and known as 
a pun. After breakfast, one of the boarders handed 
me a small roll of paper containing some of the 
qoestiona and their answers. I subjoin two or three 
of them, to show what a tendency there is to frivolity 
and meaningless talk in yom^ persons of a certain 
sort, when not restrained by the presence of nu>re re- 
flective natures. — It was asked, " Why tertian and 
quartan fevers were like certain short-lived insects." 
Some interesting physiological relation would be nat^ 
urally su^ested. The inquirer blushes to find that 
the answer is in the paltry equivocation, that they skip 
a day or two. — " Why an Englishman must go to the 
Continent to weaken his grog or punch." The an- 
swer proves to have no relation whatever to the tem- 
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perano&«aoTement, u no better leasoD is given tlwn 
diat ialand^ (or, as it is absnidly written, i/« and) 
water won't mix. — Bnt wlien I came to the next 
question and its answer, I fdt that patience ceased to 
be a Tirtne. " Why an onion is like a piano " is a 
qnety that a peraon of sensibility «ronld be slow to 
propose; bnt that in an educated community an io- 
dividnal could be found to answer it in these words,^ 
** Because it smell odioos," qua*i, it 's melodious, — is 
not credible, but too true. I can show yon the paper. 

Dear reader, I b^ your pardon for repeating sndi 
things. I know most conversations reported in books 
are altogether above such trivial detiuls, but folly wiH 
come up at every table as surely as purslain and chick- 
weed uid sorrel will come up in gardens. This young 
fellow ought to have talked philosophy, I know per^ 
f ectly well ; but he did n't, — he made jokes.] 

I am willing, — I said, — to exewdse yoor ingenuity 
in a rational and contemplative manner. — No, I do 
not proscribe certain forms of philosophical specula- 
tion which involve an approach to tlie absurd or the 
ludicrous, such as you may find, for example, in the 
folio of tlie Reverend Father Thomas Sanchez, in his 
famous Disputations, *'De Sancto Matrimonio." I 
will therefore turn this levity of yours to profit \jy 
reading you a rhymed problem, wrou^t out by mj 
friend the Professor. 

THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE: 

OE THE WONDEBFDL "ON&HOSS^fflAT." 

A LOGICAL BTORT. 

Have you heard of tb» tronderfnl one-hoBi-fllifty, 
That wai built ia iDcb a logpcal way 
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It ran a hundred jesra to a day, 
And then, of a lodden, it — ah, but tt»j, 
I '11 t«Il yon what happened without delay, 
Scariag the panon into fits. 
Frightening people out of their wita, — 
Have yon ever heard of that, 1 say? 

SevenUen fanndred and fifty-flve, 
Georgitu Stcundut wa« then aUve, — 
Snu&y old drone from the German hive; 
That wai the year when Lisbon-town 
Saw the earth open and gulp her down, 
And Braddock's army waa done lo brown. 
Left wilhont a icalp to its crown. 
It wai on the terrible earthqu^e-day 
That the Deacon finished the one-hou-diay. 

Now in buildtng of chaises, I tell you what, 
There is always lomeiahere a weakest spot, — 
In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill, 
In panel, or crossbar, or fioor, or sill. 
In screw, bolt, thorough brace, — lurking stall, 
Find it somewhere yon must and will, — 
Above or below, or within or without, — 
And that 'b the reason, beyond a doubt, 
A chaise breaki down, hut does n't leear out. 

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do. 
With an " I dew rum," or an " I tell geou,") 
He would build one shay to beat die taown 
*n' the keouoty 'u' all the kentry raonn'; 
It shoald be so buEt that it coiddn' break daown, 
— " Far," said the Deacon, >' 't 's mighty plain 
Thutthe weakes' place mus' stan' the strain; 
'n' the way t' fix it, oz I muntain, 

Is only jest 
T' make that place ms strong nz the rest." 

So the Deacon inquired of the Tillage folk 
Where he could fitid the strongest oak. 
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That eonld a't b« split nor bent nor bnAe, — 

Thmt wu for ipc^ea And Aoor and ailli; 

He aeot for Uncevood Ui make the thilla) 

The croeaban wtgv aah, fmai the itrMghteit tnel, 

The panela rf whitft-wood, that cats like cheese, 

Bat latti like iron tot thioga lika thue; 

The huba of log! from the "Settler's eUtun," — 

Last of its Umber, — tbajr cooU n't sell 'em, 

Kerer an axe bad Men lh«ir oUpa, 

And the wedgea fiew from hetwMB tbdr lipa, 

Their blnot ends friaclad Uke oelerjr-t^w; 

Step and [Rt^iroii, bolt and Mrew, 

SiHing, tire, axle, aad linchpin too, 

Steel of the flneit, bright and bliut 

Thoroo^braee bison-skin, think and wide; 

Boot, top, dashar, from tough old hide 

Found in the pit when the tanner died. 

Tbat was the way he " pat her throi^" — 

'■There I" sud die Deacon, " naow sha'lldair." 

Dol I tell fan, I rather goess 

She was a wonder, and nothing lesel 

Colts grew horses, beards tamed gray, 

Deacon and deaconess dropped awaj, 

Childrra and gnnd-chlldren — wbeM wer« they f 

But there stood the stoiit old one-boss-sbaj- 

At fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day! 

EiOBTEBiT BDMDRK&; —It came and found 
The Deacon's Masterpiece strong and soond. 
Eighteen hundred increased by ten; — 
" Hahnsum kerridge " they called it then> 
Eighteen hnndred and twenty came ; — - 
Bnnning as nsual ; much the same. 
Thirty and forty at last anire. 
And then come 6fty, and rirTT-riva. 

Little of all we value here 

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year 

Without both feeling and looking queer. 
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Id faet, then 's notbing that keep* Ita joaib. 

So far u I know, but « tree and tmib. 

(Thia U a mond that rum at large; 

Take it. — Yon 're weloame. -^ If o extra charge.) 

FiKBT or NovKMBKB,— the Earthqoake-daj,— 
There are tracei of age In the one-hoBi-ihajr, 
A general fl^Torof mild deoaj', 
But nothing local, Bi one may mj. 
There could n't be, — for the Deacon'a wt 
Had made It M>like In everjr part 
That there wm n't a cbanoe for one to itart. 
For the wheel* were jont a« strong aa the thill% 
And the floor was jnit a* strong ai the uUi, 
And the panels jnit ai strong as the flooTi 
And the whipplebee neither leis nor more, 
And the bock-orossbar aa strong as the fore, 
And spring and axle and huh encore. 
And yet, Of a vMs, it is past a donht 
In anotLer how it will be womoutl 

First of November, 'Fifty-flvel 

This morning the parson takes a drive. 

Kow, foutll boys, get oat of the ^Kfl 

Here comes ihe wonderful one-hois-sbay, 

Drawn bj a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay. 

"Hnddnp!" said the parson. — Off went the/. 

The parson was working bis Sunday's t«xt,— 
Bad got to fijfhiy, and stopped perplexed 
At what the —Moses — was coming next 
All at once the horse stood Rtjll, 
Close hj the meet'n' -bouse on the bllL 

— First a shiver, and then a thrill. 
Then something decidedly like a spill, — 
And the parson was sitting npoo a rocic, 

At haU'iMst nine by the meet'D'-boose clock, -~ 
Jnit the hour of Ibe Earthquake shock I 

— What do you think the parson found. 
When he got np and stared around? 
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The poor old chaiM in » beap or monnd, 
Ai if it bad been to the mill and groand. 
Ton see, of coarae, if jou 're oat a dmiM^ 
How it went to plecea all at once, — 
All at once, and nothing fint, — 
Jtut aa babblea do wlwn tbef bunt. 

End of tbe wonderfnl one-boas-aba/. 
Logic is logic. That '■ all I saj. 

— I tliink there i« cme habit, — I said to onr coia> 
pany a da; or two afterwards, — worse than that of 
punning. It is the gradual sabstitation of cant or 
slang terms for words which tmly diaracterize their 
objects. I hare known several very genteel idiots 
whose whole vocabulary bad deliquesced into some 
half dozen expressions. All things fell into one of 
two great categories, — Jast or alow. Man's chief 
end was to be a bricL When the great calamities of 
life overtook their fiiends, these last were spoken of 
as being a good deal cut up. Nine tenths of humui 
existence were summed up in the single word, bore. 
These expressions come to be the algebraic symbols 
of minds which have grown too weak or indolent to 
discrimioate. They are the blank checks of intel- 
lectual bankruptcy ; — you may fill them up with 
what idea you like ; it makes no difference, for there 
are no funds in the treasury iq>on which they are 
drawn. Colleges and good-foi^nothing smoking-clubs 
are the places where these conversational fungi spring 
up most luxuriantly. Don't think I undervalue the 
proper use and application of a cant word or phrase. 
It adds {Hquancy to conversation, as a mushroom does 
to a eauce. But it is no better than a toadstool, odious 
to the sense and poisonous to the intellect,' when it 
spawns itself all over the talk of men and yontha 
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capable of talking, as it Bometimee does. Ae we hear 
slang phtaseology, it is oommonlj the dish-water from 
the washings of English daadyism, schoolboy or full- 
grown, wrung oat of a three-Tolume noyel which had 
sopped it up, OT decanted from the pictured nm of 
Mr. Verdant Green, and diluted to suit the prOTincial 
climate. 

— The young fellow called John spoke up sharptf 
and said, it was " nun " to hear me " pitehin' into 
fellers " for " goin' it in the slang line," when I used 
all the flash words myself just when I pleased. 

— I replied with my usual forbearance. — Ceiv 
tainly, to give up the algebraic symbol because a or 
b is often a cover for ideal nihility, would be unwise. 
I have heiuxl a child laboring to express a certain con- 
dition, involving a hitherto undesoribed sensation (as 
it supposed), all of which could have been sufficiently 
explained by the participle — bored. I have seen a 
country-clergyman, with a one^toiy intellect and a 
one-horse vocabulary, who has consumed bis valualde 
time (and mine) freely, in developing an opinion of a 
brother-minister's discourse which would have been 
abundantly characterized by a peach-down-lipped soph- 
omore in the one word — slow. Let ns discriminate, 
aud be shy of absolute proscription. I am omniver- 
bivorouB by nature and training. Passing by such 
words as are poisonous, X can swallow most others, and 
chew such as I cannot swallow. 

Dandies are not good for much, but they are good 
for something. They invent or- keep in circulation 
those conversational blank checks or counters just 
spoken of, which intellectual capitalists may some- 
times find it worth their while to borrow of them. 
They are os^ol, too, in ke^ong up the standard of 
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dress, which, bat for tfaem, would deteriorate, and be- 
come, what some old fools would have it, a matter of 
oonTenience, and not of taste and art. Yes, I like 
dandies well enough, — on one condition. 

— What ia that, Sir ? — said the divinity-student. 

— That they have pluck. I find that lies at the 
bottom of all true dandjism, A little boy dressed up 
very fine, who puts his finger in hia tnouth and takes 
to crying, if other boys make fun of him, looks very 
silly. But if he turns red in the face and knotty in 
the fists, and makes an example of the biggest of his 
assailants, throwing off his fine Lej^tom and his 
thickly-buttoned jacket, if necessary, to consummate 
Uie act of justice, his small toggery takes on the splen- 
dors of the crested helmet that frightened Astyuiax. 
You remember that the Duke sud his dandy officers 
were his best ofBoers. Tba " Sunday blood," the so- 
per-saperb sartorial equestrian oi our annual Fast-day, 
is not imposing or dangerous. But such fellows as 
Brummel and D'Orsay and Byron are not to be 
snubbed quite so easily. Look out for " la main de f er 
sous le gant de velours" (which I printed in Eng- 
liab the other day without qnotatioU'^nairkB, thinking 
whether any scarabcBus criHcua would add this to his 
globe and roll in glory with it into the newspapers, — 
which he did n't do it, in the charming pleonasm of 
the London language, and therefore I dium the sole 
merit of exposing the same). A good many powerful 
and dangerous people have had a decided dash of 
dandyism about them. There was Alcibiades, the 
".curled son of CUnias " an aocomplished young man, 
bnt what woold be called a " sweU " in these days. 
There was Aristoteles, a very dietinguiBhed writer, of 
whom you have heard, — a philosopher, in short, whom 
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it took oenturiea to learn, ceoturies to anleam, and 
is now going to take a generation or more to leant 
over B^ain. Kegolar dandy he waa. So was Marcos 
Antonius ; and though he lost his game, he played for 
big stakes, and it was a't bis dandyism that spoiled 
his chance. Petrarca was not to be despised as a 
scholar or a poet, but he was one of the same sort^ 
So was Sir Humjduey Davy ; bo was Lord Palmers- 
ton, formerly, if I am not forgetful. Yes, — a dandy 
is good for aametidag as such ; and daodtes such as I 
was just qieaking of bare rocked this planet like a 
cradle, — aye, and left it swinging to this day. — 
Still, if I were yon, I would n't go to the tailor's, on 
the strength of these remarks, and run up a long bill 
which will render pockets a superflnity in yonr next 
suit. Elegant " naacitur, non fit." A man is bom 
a dandy, as he is bom a poet. There are heads that 
can't wear hats ; there are necks that can't fit cranits ; 
there are jaws that can't fill out collars — (Willis 
tonched this last point in cme of his earlier ambro- 
^rpes, if I remember rightly) ; there are toumurea 
nothing can humanize, and mov^uents nothing can snb- 
due to the gracious suavity or elegant langoor or stately 
serenity which belong to differ^it styles of dandyism. 
We are forming an aristocracy, as you may observe, 
in this country, — not a grati4-Dei, nor ajure-dwijio 
one, — -bat a de^acto upper stratom of being, which 
floats over the turbid waves of common life like the ir- 
idescent film you may have seen spreading over the 
water about our wharves, — very splendid, though its 
origin may have been tar, tallow, train-oil, or other 
such unctuous oommoditieB. I say, then, we are form- 
ing an aristocrat^ ; and, transitory as its individual 
life often is, it maintains itself tolerably, as a whole. 
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Of oooree money ia its oomer-stone. But now observe 
tbJB. Money kept for two or three geaerations trana- 
fomu a »oe, — Z dcoi't mean merely in maimers and 
hereditary culture, but in blood and bone. Money 
bi^ air and sunshine, in which children grow up more 
kindly, of course, than in close, back streets ; it buys 
countiy places to ^ve them happy and healthy sum- 
mers, good nuraing, good doctoring, and the best cuts 
of beef and mutton. When the spring-chickens come 

to market- 1 b^ your pardon, — that is not what 

was I going to speak of. As tbe young fenu^ea of each 
BDoeesaive season oome on, the finest specimens among 
them, other things being equal, are apt to attract those 
who can afford the expensive luxury of beauty. The 
jdiysical oharaoter of the next generatiim rises in con- 
sequence. It is plain that certain families have in this 
way acquired an elevated type of face and figure, and 
that in a small circle of city-connections one may some- 
times find models of both sexes which one of the rural 
counties would find it hard to nuttch from all its town- 
ships put together. Because there is a good deal of run- 
ning down, of degeneration and waste of life, among 
the richer classes, you must not overlook the equally 
obvious fact I have just spoken of, — which in one or 
two generations more will be, I think, much more pa- 
tent than just now. 

The weak point in our chiyso-aristocracy is the same 
I have alluded to in connection with cheap dandyism. 
Its thorough manhood, its high-caste gallantry, are not 
so manifest as the plate-glass of its windows and the 
more or less legitimate heraldry of its coach-panels. 
It is very curious to observe of how small account mil- 
itary folks are held among our Northern people. Our 
youi^ men must gild their spurs, bat they need not 
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win them. The equal division of property keeps tite 
younger sons of ricli people above the necessity of 
military service. Hius the army loses an element of 
refinement, and the moneyed upper class forgets what 
it is to count heroism among its virtues. Still I don't 
believe in any aristocracy without pluck as its back- 
bone. Onrs may show it when the time comes if it 
ever does come." 

— These United States famish the greatest market 
for intellectaal green fruit of all the places in the 
world. I think so, at any rate. The demand for in- 
tellectual labor is so enormous and the market so far 
from nice, that young talent is apt to fare like un- 
ripe gooseberries, — get plucked to make a fool of. 
Think of a country which buys eighty thousand cop- 
ies of the " Proverbial Philosophy," while the author's 
admiring countrymen have been buying twelve thou- 
sand I How can one let his fruit hang in the snn until 
it gets fully ripe, while there are eighty thousand such 
hungry months ready to swallow it and proclaim its 
praises ? Consequently, there never was such a colleo> 
tion of crude pippins and half-grown windfalls as our 
native literature displays among its fruits. There are 
literary green-groceries at every corner, which will buy 
anything, from a button-pear to a pine-apple. It takes 
a long apprenticeship to train a whole people to read- 
ing and writing. The temptation of money and fame 
is too great for young people. Do I not remember that 
glorious moment when the late Mr. we won't say 

* The marble tablets and memorial windowt in our churchei 
and monumental buUdiaga bear evidence as to whether the 
Toung men of favored locial poslUoD proved worthy of their 
piivilegei or not during the four yean of trial which left ni a 
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who, — editor of the —— we won't say what, oSeied 
me the sum of fift^ cents per double-oolumned quarto 
page for Bhaking my young boughs over his foolscap 
apron? Was it not an intoxicating vbiou of gold and 
glory ? I should doubtless have revelled in ite wealth 
and splendor, but for learning that the ^^fly cents was 
to be ooDsidered a rhetorical embellishment, and by no 
means a literal expression of past fact or present in. 
tention. 

— Beware of making your moral staple consist of 
the negative virtues. It is good to abstain, and teach 
others to abstitin, from all that is sinful or hurtful. 
But making a business of it leads to emaciation of 
character, unless one feeds lately also on the more 
nutritious diet of active sympathetic benevolence. 

— I don't believe one word of what you are saying, 
— spoke up the angular female in black bombazine. 

I am sorry you disbelieve it. Madam, — I sud, and 
added softly to my next neighbor, — but you prove 
it 

The young fellow sitting near me winked ; and the 
divinity-student said, in an undertone, — Optime dio- 
tam. 

Your talking Latin, — said I, — renundB me of an 
odd trick of one of my old tutors. He read so much 
of that language, that his Englbh half turned into it. 
He got caught in town, one hot summer, in pretty close 
quarters, and wrote, or began to write, a series of cHy 
pastorals. Eclogues he called them, and meant to 
have published them by subscription. I remember 
some of his verses, if you want to hear them. — You, 
Sir (addressing myself to the divini^-student), and 
all such as have been through Goll^;e, or what is the 
same thing, received an honorary degree, will under- 
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Btand them without a dictionary. The old loaii had a 
great deal to say about " nstavation," as he called it, 
in opposition, as one might say, to hibernation. In- 
tramural lestivation, or tovn-life in smmner, he would 
Bay, is a peculiar form of suspended existence, or semi- 
asphyxia. One wakes up from it about the b^inning 
(^ the last week in September. This is what I re- 
member of his poem : — 

.aSTIVATION. 

An UnptMuhed Poem, bg mg laU Latin Tutor. 

In candeutire the aoUr aplendor flames; 
The foles, hiDgueBcent, pend from arid ramea; 
Hi> humid front the cive, anheting, wipei, 
And dreami <rf emng on ventiferotw ripet. 

How dolce to rive occult to mortal eyei. 
Dorm on ihe herb with none to auperviM, 
Carp the auave berries from the creacent vine^ 
And bibe the flow from longlcaodate kine! 

To me, alesl no verdurauB risloni come. 
Save jon exiguons pool's conferva-Mum, — 
No concave vast repeats the tender hue 
That laves toj milk-jug with celestial bluel 

Me wretched ! Let me cnrr to qiMrdne ihadesl 
EFEnnd joar albid hansts, lacdferons muds! 
Oh, might I vole b> some nmbrageoiia clomp, — 
Depart, — be cfi, — excede, — evade, — emmpl 

— I have lived by the sea-shore and by the moun- 
tains. — No, I am not going to say which is best. 
The one where yo\rc place is is tie beat for you. But 
this difference there is : you can domesticate momi- 
tains, bnt the sea is ferm natures. Yon may have a 
hut, or know the owner of one, on the mountain-side; 
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you see a light hali-way up its ascent in the evening, 
and you know there is a home, and you might share 
it You have noted cerbun trees, perhaps ; you know 
the particular zone where die hemlocks look so black 
in October, when the maples and beeches have faded. 
All its reliefs and intaglios have eleotrotyped them- 
selves in the medaUions that hang round the walls of 
your memory's chamber. — The sea remembers noth- 
ing. It is feline. It licks your feet, — its huge 
flaiiks purr very pleasantly for yoa ; but it will cra^ 
your bones and eat you, for all that, and wipe the 
crimsoned foam from its jaws as if nothing had hap- 
pened. Hie mountains give their lost children berries 
and water ; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them 
die. The mountains have a grand, stupid, lovable 
tranquillity ; the sea has a fascinating, treacherous in- 
telligence. The mountains lie about like huge rumi- 
nants, their broad backs awful to look upon, but safe 
to handle. The sea smooths its silver scales until yon 
cannot see their joints, — but their shining is that of a 
snake's belly, after all. — In deeper suggestiveness I 
find as great a difference. The mountains dwarf 
mankind and foreshorten the procession of its long 
generations. The sea drowns out humanity and time ; 
it has no sympathy with either ; for it belongs to eter- 
nity, and of that it sings its monotonous song forever 
and ever. 

Yet I should love to have a little box by the sea- 
shore. I should love to gaze out on the wild feline 
element from a front window of my own, just as I 
should love to look on a caged panther, and see it 
stretch its shining length, and then curl over and lap 
its smooth sides, and by-and-by begin to lash itself 
into rage and show its white teeth and spring at its 
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bars, ami liowl tihe cry of its mad, but, to me, bann- 
less fuiy. — And then, — to look at it with that inward 
eye, — who does not love to shuffle oS time and its 
concenLS, at interrals, — to foi^t who ia President 
and who is Governor, what race be belongs to, what 
langu^e he speaks, whiob galden-headed nail of the 
firmament hia particular planetary system is hung 
upon, and listen to the great Hquid metronome as it 
beats its solemn measure, steadily swinging when 
the solo or duet of human life began, and to swing 
just as steadily after the human chorus haa died out 
and man is a fossil on its shores ? 

— What should decide one, in choosing a summer 
residence? — Constitntion, first of alL How much 
snow could you melt in an hour, if you were planted 
in a h<^;8head of it? Comfort is essential to enjoy- 
ment. All Bensitive people should remember that 
persons in easy circumstances suffer much more from 
cold in summer — that is, the warm half of the year 
— than in winter, or the other half. You moat cut 
your climate to your constitution, as much as your 
clothing to your shape. After this, consult your taste 
and convenience. But if you would be happy in 
Berkshire, you must carry mountains in your brain ; 
and if you would enjoy Nahant, you must have an 
ocean in your soul. Nature plays at dominos with 
you; yoa must match her piece, or she will never give 
it up to yon. 

— The schoolmistress said, in a rather mischievous 
way, that she was afnud some minds or souls would 
be a little crowded, if tliey took in the Bocky Moun- 
tains or the Atlantic. 

Have you ever read the little book called " The 
Stars and the £arth?" — said I. — Have you seen 
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the DecIsratioD of Independence pbotogrsphed in a 
snrfMe that a fly's foot would cover? The forma or 
oonditionB of Time and Space, as Kant will tell you, 
are nodiing in themselTes, — only our way of looking 
at things. You are r^ht, I think, however, in recog- 
nizing the idea of Space as being quite as applicable 
to minds as to the outer world. Every man of reflec- 
tion is vaguely conscious of an imperfectly-defined 
circle which is drawn about his intellect. He has a 
perfectly dear sense that the fragments of his intel- 
lectual circle include the curves of many other minds 
of which he is cognizant. He often recognizes these 
as manifestly concentric with his own, but of less 
radius. On the other hand, when we And a portion 
of an arc on the outside of oar own, we say it inter- 
aecta ours, but are very slow to confess or to see that 
it circumscrihes it. Every now and then a man's 
mind is stretehed by a new idea or sensation, and 
never shrinks back to its former dimensions. After 
looking at the Alps, I felt that my mind had been 
stretched beyond the limits of elastioity, and fitted so 
loosely on my old ideas of space that I had to spread 
these to fit it. 

— If I thought I should ever see the Alps I — said 
the schoolmistress. 

Perhaps you will, some time or other, — I stud. 

It is not very likely, — she answered. — I have had 
one or two opportunities, but I had radier be any- 
thing than governess in a rich &mily. 

[Prond, too, you little aoft-vmced woman I Well, 
I can't say I like you any the worse for it. How 
long will school-keeping take to kill you? Ib it pos- 
sible the poor thing works with her needle, too ? I 
don't like those mai^ on the side of her forefinger. 
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Taileau. Chamouni. Mont Blanc in full view. 
Figures in the ioregronnd ; two of them Btanding 

apart; one of them a gentleman of oh, — ah, — 

yes I the other a lady in a white cashmere, leaning 
on his shoulder. — The ingenuous reader will under- 
staud that this was an internal, private, personal, 
Buhjective diorama, seen for one instant on the hack- 
ground of my own consdousness, wad abolished into 
hlach nonentity by the first question which recalled 
me to actual life, as suddenly as if one of those iron 
shop-blinds (which I always pass at dusk with a 
shiver, expecting to stumble over some poor but hon- 
est shop-boy's head, just taken oS by its sudden and 
unexpected descent, and left outside upon the side- 
walk) had come down in front of it "by the run."] 

— Should you like to hear what moderate wishes 
life brings one to at last? I used to be very am- 
bitions, — wasteful, extrav^ant, and luxurious in all 
my fancies. Read too much in the "Arabian Nights." 
Must have the lamp, — could n't do witliout the ring. 
Exercise every morning on the brazen horse. Plump 
down into castles as full of little milk-white princesses 
as a nest is of young sparrows. All love me dearly at 
once. -^Charming idea of life, but too high-colored for 
the reality. I have out-grown all this ; my tastes have 
become exceedingly primitive, — almost, perhaps, as- 
cetic. We c^ry happiness into our condition, but 
must not hope to find it there. I think you will be 
willing to bear some lines which embody the subdued 
and limited desires of my maturity. 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



TUB ACTOCBAT OF THB BB£AXFAST-TABL£. 



CONTENTMENT. 

" Uu vutB but UUk hti* bekw." 

little I uk ; my wants are few ; 

I onl]' wish a hnt of stone, 
(A very pjom brown stone will do,) 
That I may call my own ; — 
And close at hand it such a one, 
In yonder streflt that fronts the sun. 

FUin food is quite enough for me; 

Three courses are ai good as ten; — 
If Nature can snbsist od three, 

Thank Heaven for three. Amen I 
I always thought cold victual nice; — 
My cioiee would be vanilla-ice. 

I care not much for gold or land; — 

Give me a mortgage here and there, — 
Some good bank-stock, — some note of har 

Or trifling milroad share; — 
I only ask that Fortune send 
A lillU more than I shall spend. 

Honors are silly toys, I know. 

And titles are but empty names; — 
I would, perktgM, be Plenipo, — 

But only near St. James; — 
I 'm very sure I should not care 
To fill oar Gnbernator's chair. 

Jewels are baubles; *t is a sin 

To care for such unfriiitful things; — 
One good-sized diamond in a pin, — 
Some, not to large, in rings, — 
A ruby and a pearl, or so, 
Vnil do for me; — I laugh at show. 
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My dame Bhoold dress in cheap attire; 

(Good, he&vy silks are never dear;) — 
I own perhaps I mighl desire 

Some shawls of true cashmere, — 
Some maiTowy crapes of China silk, 
Like irrinkled skins on scalded milk. 

I would not have the horse I drive 

So fast that folks must stop and stare: 
An easy gait — two, forty-five — 
Suits me ; I do not care ; — 
Perhaps, for juet a tinglt tpurt. 
Some seconds less would do do hnrt. 

Of pictures, I should like to own 

Titians and Kaphaels three or four. — 
I love BO mnch Iheir style and tone, — 

One Turner, and no more, — 
(A landscape, — foreground golden dirt, — 
Hie sunshine painted with a squirt) — 

Of hooka but few, — some fifty score 
For duly use, and boand for wear; 
The rest upon an upper floor ; — 

Some Hide luxury there 
Of red morocco's gilded gleam. 
And vellum rich as country cream. 

Busts, cameos, gems, — such things as thesi. 

Which others often show for pride, 
1 value for their power to please. 

And selfish chnrls deride ; — 
One StradivariuB, I confess. 
Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess. 

Wealth's wasteful tricks I will not leam. 

Nor ape the glittering upstart fool ; — 
Shall not carved tables serve my turn. 

But oU must be of buhl? 
Give grasping pomp its donfale share, — 
I uk but 0M ivcniBbeiit chair. 
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Tlma htimble let me Ut« and dw. 

Nor Inig for Hidki' golden toDch, 
If HeareD more generoiu gifts deny, 
I shall Dot miss them natch, — 
Too grateful for the bleadng lent 
Of (implfl taates and miDd conlentl 

HT LAST WALK WTTH THE 8CHOOLHISTKE88. 
(A Parenlketu.) 

I can't Bay just how many walks she and I had 
taken blether hefore thia one. I found die effect c^ 
going out every morning waa decidedly favorahle on 
her health. Two plea^ng dimplea, the places for 
which were jnat marked when she came, played, 
shadowy, in her freshening cheeks when she smiled 
and nodded good-morning to me from the school- 
house-steps. 

I am afraid I did the greater part of the talking. 
At any rate, if I ^ould try to report all that I said 
during the first half-dozen walks we took together, I 
fear that I mi^t receive a gentle hint from my friends 
the publishers, that a separate volume, at my own risk 
and expense, would be the proper method of brining 
them before the public 

— I would have a woman as true as Death. At the 
first real lie which works from the heart outward, she 
should be tenderly chloroformed into a better world, 
where she can have an angel for a governess, and feed 
on strange fruits which will make her all over i^ain, 
even to her bones and marrow. — -Whether gifted with 
the accident of beauty or not, she should have been 
moulded in the rose-red clay of Love, before the 
breath of life made a moving mortal of her. Love- 
capacity is a congcoiital endowm«it; and I tiiink, 
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after a while, one gets to knov ihe warm-hned ilb- 
tureB it belongs to from the pretty pipe-chty eonnter- 
feits of them. — Proud she may be, in the sense of re- 
specting herself ; bat pride, in the sense of contemning 
others less gifted than herself, deserves the two lowest 
circles of a vulgar woman's Inferno, where the punish- 
menta are Smallpox and Bankruptcy. — She who nips 
off the end of a brittle courtesy, as one breaks the tip 
of an icicle, to beetow upon those whom she ought 
cordially and kindly to rec<^ize, procliums the fact 
tiiat she comes not merely of low blood, but of bad 
blood. Cooaciousness of unquestioned position makes 
people gracious in proper measure to all; but if a 
woman put on airs with her real equals, she has some- 
thing about herself or her family she is ashamed of, or 
ought to be. Middle, and more than middle-aged peo- 
ple, who know family histories, generally see through 
it. An official of standing was rude to me once. Oh, 
tiiat is the maternal grandfather, — said a vrise old 
friend to me, — he was a boor. — Better too few 
words, from the woman we love, than too many : whUe 
she is silent, Nature is working for her; while she 
talks, she is working for herself. — Love is sparingly 
soluble in the words of men ; therefore they speak 
mueh of it; but one syllable of woman's speech can 
dissolve more of it than a man's heart can hold. 

— Whether I atdd any or all of these things to thd 
sehoohnistreBB, or not, — whether I stole them out of 
Lord Bacon, — whether I cribbed them from Balzac, 
— whether I dipped them from the ocean of Tupperian 
wisdom, — or whether I have just found them in my 
head, laid there by that solemn fowl. Experience 
(who, according to my observation, catMes oftener 
than she drt^ real live eggs), I cannot say. Wise 
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men liave said more fooUsli things, — and foolish men, 
I don't donbt, have sud as vise things. Anyhow, the 
sdioolmifltress and I had fdeasant walks and long 
talks, all of which I do not feel bound to report. 

— You are a etninger to me, Ma'am. ~ I don't 
donbt you would like to know all I said to the sohool- 
miBtrese. — I aha'n't do it ; — I had rather get the pub- 
lishers to return the money you have invested in these 
pages. Besides, I have forgotten a good deal of it. I 
shall tell only what I like of what I remember. 

— My idea was, in the first place, to search out the 
picturesque spots which the city affords a sight o£, to 
those who have eyes. I know a good many, and it 
was a pleasure to look at them in ctnnpany witii my 
young friend. There were the shrubs and flowers in 
the Franklin-Place front-yards or borders: Commerce 
is just putting his gruiit« foot upon them. Then there 
are certiun small seraglio-gardens, into which one can 
get a peep through the crevices of high fences, — one 
in Myrtle Street, or at the back of it, — here and 
there one at the North and South ends. Then the 
great elms in Essex Street. Then the stately horse- 
chestnuts in that vacant lot in Chambers Street, which 
hold their outspread hands over jour head (as I said 
in my poem the other day), and look as if they were 
whispering, " May grace, mercy, and peace be with 
you 1 " — and the rest of that benediction. Nay, there 
are certain patehes of ground, which, having lain n^- 
lected for a time. Nature, who always has her pockets 
full of seeds, and holes in all her pockets, has covered 
with hungry plebeian growths, which fight for life with 
each other, until some of them get broad-leaved and 
succulent, and you have a coarse vegetable tapesby 
which Raphael would not have disdained to apnad 
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oyer the foregroimd of his masterpiece. The Professor 
pretends that he found such a one in Charles Street, 
which, in its dare-devil impudence of rough-and-tumlde 
vegetation, heat the pretty-behaved flower-beds of iha 
Public Garden as ignominioualy as a group of young 
tatterdemalions plapng pitch-and-toss beats a row of 
Sunday-school-boya wiUi their teacher at their head. 

But then the Professor has one of his burrows in 
that region, and puts everything in high colors relat- 
ing to it. That is his way about everything. — I 
hold any man cheap, — he said, — of whom nothing 
stronger can be uttered than that all his geese are 
swans. — How is that, Professor ? — said I ; — I 
should have set you down for one of that sort — Sir, 

— said he, — I am proud to say, that Nature has so 
far enriched me, that I cannot own so much as a duck 
without seeing in it as pretty a swan as ever swam the 
basin in the garden of the Luzemboui^. And the 
Professor showed the whites of his eyes devoutly, like 
one returning thanks after a dinner of many courses. 

I don't know anything sweeter than this leaking in 
of Nature through all the cracks in the walls and 
floors of cities. You heap up a million tons of hewn 
rooks on a square mile or two of earth which was 
green once. The trees look down from the hill-sides 
and ask each other, as they stand on tiptoe, — " What 
are these people about ? " And the small herbs at 
their feet look up and whisper back, — " We will go 
and see." So the small herbs pack themselves up in 
the least possible bundles, and wait until the wind 
steals to them at night and whispers, — " Come with 
me." Then they go softly with it into the great city, 

— one to a cleft in the pavement, one to a spout on the 
roof, one to a seam in the marbles over a rich gentle- 
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man's bones, and one to the grave without a stonfl 
where nothing bat a man is buried, — ajid theie they 
grow, looking down on the graierations of men from 
mouldy roofs, looking wp from between the less-trod' 
den pavements, looking out through iroa cemeterj- 
railings. Listen to them, when tlKre is only a light 
breath stirriiig, and you will hear Uiem saying to each 
other, — *' Wait awhile I " The words run along the 
tel^raph of those narrow green lines that border the 
roads leading from the ci^, until they reach ihe slope 
of the hills, and the trees repeat in low murmurs to 
each other, -^ " Wait awhile I " By-and-by the flow 
of life in the streets ebbs, and the old leafy inhabit- 
ants — the smaller tribes always in front — saunter 
in, one by one, very careless seemingly, bnt very taia- 
<»ou8, until they Birarm so that the great stones gi^ 
from each other with the crowding of their roots, and 
the feldspar begins to be picked out of the granite to 
find them food. At last the trees take up their solemn 
Hne of march, and never rest until they have en* 
camped in the market-place. Wait long enough and 
you will imd an old doting oak hug^^g a huge worn 
blo(^ in its yellow underground arms ; that was the 
corner-stone of the State-House. Oh, so patient she is, 
this imperturbable Nature ! 

— Let us cry ! — 

But all this has nothing to do with my walks and 
talks witii the schoolmistress. I did not say that I 
would not tell you something about them. Let me 
alone, and I Bhall talk to you more than I ought to, 
probably. We never tell our secrets to people that 
pump for them. 

Books we talked about, and education. It vras her 
duty t^ kaim something of these, and of oouxse she 
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did. Perhaps I was somevbat more learned than she, 
bat I found that the difference between her reading 
and mine was like that of a man's and a woman's 
dustmg a library. The man flaps about with a btmcb 
of feathers ; the woman goes to work softly with a 
doth. She does not raise half the dust, nor fill her 
(fwn eyes and mouth with it, — but she goes into all 
the oonierg and att^tds to the leaves as muoh as to the 
covers. — Books are the neffotice pictures of thought, 
and the more sensitive the mind that receives their 
images, the more nicely the finest lines are reproduced. 
A woman (of the right kind), reading after a man, 
follows him as Ruth followed the reapers of Boas, and 
her Meanings are often the finest of the wheat. 

But it was in talking of Life that we came most 
nearly together. I thought I knew something about 
that, — that I could speak or write about it somewhat 
to the purpose. 

To take up this fluid earthly being of oura as a 
sponge sucks up water, — to be steeped and soaked in 
its r^litaes as a hide fills its pores lying seven years 
in a tan-pit, — to have winnowed every wave of it as a 
mill-wheel works up the stream that nms dirough the 
flume upon its float-boards, — to have curled up in the 
keenest spasms and flattened out in the laxest langnors 
of thu breathing-sickness, which keeps certiun parcels 
of matter uneasy for three or four score yean, — to 
have fought all the devils and clasped all the angels 
of its delirium, — and tltett, just at the point when the 
white~hot passions have cooled down to oherry-red, 
plunge our experience into the ioe-cold stream of some 
human language or other, one mi^t think would end 
in a rhapsody with something of spring and temper in 
it All this I thought my power and province. 
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Thfl Bohoohnifltress lutd tried life, too. Once in a 
while one meets witii a single soul greater than all the 
living pigeant whioh passes before it As the p^ 
astronomer aits in his stady with simken eyes and thin 
fingers, and wei^u Uranus or Neptune as in a bal- 
ance, so ther« are meek, slight w<nnen who have 
weired all which t^ds planetary life can offer, and 
hold it like a bauble in the palm of their slender 
hands. This was one of them. Fortune had left her, 
sorrow had baptized her ; the routine of labor and the 
looelineae of almost friendless city-life were before 
her. Yet, as I looked upon her tranquil face, grado- 
ally regaining a cheerfulness which wag often sprightly, 
as she became interested in the various matters we 
talked about and places we visited, I saw that eye and 
lip and every shifting lineament were made for love, 
— unconscious of Qkot sweet office as yet, and meet- 
ing the cold aspect of Duty with the natural graces 
which were meant for the reward of nothing less than 
the Great Passion. 

— I never addressed one word of love to t^ scImm^- 
mistresB in the course of these pleasant walks. It 
seemed to me that we talked of everything bnt love on 
that particular morning. There was, perhaps, a little 
more timidity and hesitant^ on my part than I have 
conmionly shown among our people at the boarding- 
house. In fact, I considered myself the master at the 
breakfast-table ; but, somehow, I could not cconmand 
myself just then so well as usual. The truth is, I had 
secured a passage to Liverpool in the steamer which 
was to leave at noon, — with the condition, however, 
of being released in case circrnDBtances occurred to 
detain me. The schoolmistteBa knew nothing about 
all this, of course, as yet 
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It was on the ConmLOQ that we were walking. The 
mall, or boulevard of our CommoD, yon know, has va- 
rious branches leading from it in different directions. 
One of these runs down from opposite Jo; Street 
southward across the whole length of the Common to 
B«^l3ton Street. We called it the long path, and 
were fond of it. 

I felt very weak indeed (though of a tolerably 
robust habit) as we came opposite the head of this 
path on that morning. I think I tried to speak twice 
without making myself distinctly audible. At last I 
got out the question, — Will you take the long path 
with me? — Certainly, — said the schoolmistress, — 
with much pleasure. — Think, — I said, — before you 
answer: if you take the long path with me now, I 
shall interpret it that we are to part no more I — The 
schoolmistress stepped back with a sudden movement, 
as if an arrow bad struck her. 

One of the long granite blocks used as seats was 
hard by, — the one you may still see close hy the 
Gingko-tree. — Pray, sit down, — I said. — No, no, 
she answered, softly, — I will walk the loiig path with 
you! 

— The old gentlenian who site opposite met us 
walking, arm in arm, about tlie middle of the long 
path, and said, very chaimiugLy, — " Crood-moming, 
my dears ! " 



[T DTD not think it probable that I should have a 
great many more talks with our company, and there- 
fore I was anxious to get as much as I could into 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



278 THE AUTOCBAT OF TBE BBEAXFABT-TABI.B. 

every conversatdon. That ia the reastm vhy you will 
find some odd, misoeUaoeous facts here, which 1 
wished to tell at least onoe, as 1 should not hare a 
chance to tell tliem habitually, at our breakfast-table. 

— We 're very free and easy, you know ; we don't 
read what we don't like. Our parish is so large, one 
can't pretend to pteai^ to all the pews at once. One 
can't be all the time trying to do the best of <me's 
best ; if a company works a steam fire-engine, the fire- 
men needn't be straining themselves all day to squirt 
over the top of the flagstaff. Let them wash some of 
tbose lower-atory windows a little. Besides, there is 
no use in our quarrelling now, as you will find out 
when you get through this paper.] 

— Travel, aooording to my experience, does not ex- 
actly correspond to the idea one gets of it out of most 
books of travels. I am thinking of travel as it was 
when I made the Grand Tour, especially in Italy. 
Memory is a net; one finds it full of fish when he 
takes it fnmt the brook ; but a down miles of waiet 
have run through it without sticking. I can prove 
some facts about travelling by a story or two. There 
are certain principles to be assumed, — such as these : 

— He who is carried by horses must deal with rogues. 
.— To-day's dinner subtends a larger visual angle than 
yesterday's revolution. A mote in my eye is bigger 
to me than t^e biggest of Dr. Gould's private planets. 

— Every traveller is a self-taught entomologist. — 
Old jokes are dynamometers of mental tension ; an 
old joke telle better among friends travelling than at 
home, — which shows that their minds are in a state 
of diminished, rather than increased, vitality. There 
was a story about " strahps to your pahnta," which 
was vastly funny to us fellows, — on the road from 
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Milan to Venioe. — Codutn, non atUmum, — tiavellen 
change tLeir guineas, but not their chanoters. The 
bore is the sanie, eating dates under the oedars of 
Lebanon, as orer a plate of baked beans in Beacon 
Street. — Parties of travellen have a morbid instinct 
tor "establishing raws" npon eaoh other. — A ntan 
shall sit down with his friend at the foot of the Great 
Pyramid and Hiey will take up the question they had 
been talMng about under "the great elm," and forget 
all about Egjrpt. When I was crossing die Po, we 
were all fighting about the pn^riety of one fellow's 
telling another that his argument was absurd; one 
maintaining it to be a perfectly admissible logical 
term, as proved by the phrase "reductio ad absur- 
dum ; " the rest badgeting him as a conversational 
bully. Mighty littie we troubled ourselves for Padua, 
the Po, "a river broader and more rapid than the 
lUkone," and tlte times when Hannibal led bis grim 
Africans to its banks, and bis elephants thrust their 
trunks into tJie yellow waters over which that pendu< 
lum ferry-boat was swinging back and forward every 
ten minutes! 

— Here are some of those reminisoenoes, witli mor^ 
als prefixed, or amiexed, or implied. 

Lively emotions very commonly do not strike ns 
full in front, but obliquely from die side ; a scene or 
incident in undrett oHen affects ns more than one in 
foil coatnme. 

•' l8 this the uEghty ooeaD? — Is thb all?" 

says the Princess in Gebir. The rash diat sbotdd 
have flooded my soul in the Coliseum did not come. 
But mdldng one day in the fields about the city, I 
stumbled over a fragment of broken masonry, and lo I 
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Ute World's Mistress in her stone girdle — alta moenia 
BomcB — rose before me and whitened mj cheek with 
her pale shadow as never before or since. 

I used very often, when coming home from my 
morning's work at one of the public instttntiong of 
Paris, to stop in at the dear old church of St. Eti- 
enne du Mont. The tomb of St. Genevieve, sur- 
ronnded by burning candles and votive tablets, was 
there; the moral tablet of Jacobus Benignus Wins- 
low waa there ; there was a noble organ with carved 
fignres ; the pulpit was borne on the oaken shoulders 
of a stooping Samson; and there was a marvellous 
staircase like a coil of lace. These things I mention 
from memory, bat not all of them together impressed 
me so much as an inscription on a small slab of mar- 
ble fixed in one of the walls. It told how this church 
of St. Stephen was repaired and beautified in the 
year 16**, and how, during the celebration of its re- 
opening, two girls of the parish ( HUea de la pmtnsae) 
fell from the gallery, carrying a part of the baloBtrade 
with them, to the pavement, but by a miracle escaped 
uninjured. Two young girls nameless, but real pres- 
ences to my imagination, as much as when they came 
fluttering down on the tiles with a cry that outscreamed 
the sharpest treble in the Te Deum. (Look at Car- 
tyle's article on Boswell, and see how he speaks oi the 
poor young woman Johnson talked with in the stTeets 
one evening.) All the crowd gone but these two 
" filles de la paroisse," — gone as utterly as the dresses 
they wore, as the shoes that were on their feet, as the 
bread and meat that were in the market <m that day. 

Not the great historical events, but the personal in- 
cidents whidi call up single sharp pictures of some ho- 
man being in its pang or struggle, reach xa most 
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Dearly. I remember the platform at Berae, over the 
parapet of which Theobald Weiiuapfli's testive horse 
sprung with him and landed him more than a hun- 
dred feet beneath in the lower town, not dead, but 
sorely broken, and no longer a wild youth, but God's 
servant from that day forward. I have foi^tten the 
famous bears, and all else. — I remember the Percy 
lion on the bridge over the little river at Alnwick, — 
the leaden lion with his tail stretehed out sh^ght like 
a pump-handle, — and why ? Because of the story of 
the village boy who must fain bestride the leaden tail, 
standing out over the water, — which breaking, he 
dropped into the stream far below, and was taken out 
an idiot for the rest of his life. 

Axrow-heads must be brought to a sharp point and 
the guillotine-axe must have a slanting edge. Some- 
thing intensely human, narrow, and definite pierces to 
the seat of our sensibllitieB more readily than huge 
occurrences and catastrophes. A nail will pick a lock 
that defies hatchet and hammer. " The Royal Geoi^ " 
went down with all her crew, and Cowper Wrote an 
exquisitely simple poem about it ; but the leaf which 
holds it is smooth, while that which bears the lines on 
his mother's portrait is blistered with tears. 

My t«Iling these recollections sets me thinking of 
others of the same kind which strike the iniiigination, 
especially when one is still young. You remember 
the monument in Devizes market to the woman struck 
dead with a lie in her mouth. I never saw that, but 
it is in the books. Here is one 1 never heard men- 
tioned ; — if any of the " Note and Query " tribe can 
tell the story, 1 hope they will. Where U this monu- 
ment? I was riding on an English st^;e-coach when 
we passed a handsome marble column (aa I remember 
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it) at considerable size and pretennooa. — What is 
that ? — I said. — That, — answered the ooaohman, — 
ia tha hangmarCe pillar.' Then he told me bow a 

■ It would have been well if I had ooasult«d Nola and 
Queriet before telling tbia stocy. A year or two befwe the 
time when I wm writing, • numbw of comimuiicktioni nUting 
to the sabject vrare sent to that periodic^. A correspondent 
called mjr attention to them, and other coTreBpondents, — Miss 
H. P., of London, the librarian of a pnblic iriBtitulion at Dub- 
lin, a young gentleman, writing from Cornwall, and others, 
whose residencet I do not now remember, wrote to me, mea> 
tiouing stories like that which the coachman told me. The self- 
reproducdon ot the legend wherever there was a stone to hang 
it on, aeems to me so interesting, as bearing on the pbilosoplq' 
ot tradition, that I subjoin a number of bstaucea from NoU 
and Querui. 

In the first the thiefs baot;^ was a deer and not a sheep, as 
the common account made it. The incident not onlj inTolved 
a more distinguished quadruped, but also was found woriby of 
being commemorated in rhyme. 

N. 4 0. for Jamuarf B, lg66. 

"In Potter's Chmntaiod, p. 179, a'L^ndof the Hangman'i 
Stone,' in verse, is given, in which the death of John of Ozlej 
b described. 

'Odc (haft be dnw on big well-triad ytw. 
And a gillsnt hart Iit dead ; 
H« tied its lega, snd he hoisted hEi priie. 
And ha tailed over Lubcloud bimw. 
He reached tbe tall atone, iitanding OBtsndalaD^ 
Standing then as it standeth now; 
With his back Co tbe stone be rested his load. 
And ha cbuckted with glee La think 
That tbe rest of his way on tbe down hill lay 
And his wile would have spicad the atioiig drink. 

A swinebeid wia passing o'er great Toe's Head, 

When he noticed a motlonlesa man ; 

He ahooted in vain — no reply conld he f^ — 

So down to the gray stone ha ran. 

All was clur. There was Oxiey on one lida tbs stons, 

Od the other the down-hanging desr; 
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mim went ont one night, many yearn ago, to steal 
sheep. He caught one, tied its legs together, passed 
the rope over his head, and started for home. In 



'" Wben I WB8 a jonth,' the Mme miter cootinaes, ' there 
were tnro fields In the psriBb of Foremark, Derbysbire, called 
the Great and the Little Hacgman's Stooe. In the former 
there wag a stone, five or six feet high, with Siii indentation 
rnnning across the top of it, and there was a legend that a 
sheep-stealer, once upon a time having stolen a aheep, hail 
placed it on the top of tbe stone, and tliat it had sUpped off and 
strangled him with tbe rope with which it waa tied, and that 
the indentation was made by the friction of the tope caused by 
tbe struggles of the dying man.' — C. 8. Gekatbb." 
N. 4 Q.. AprU 6, 18U. 

SiHiLAR LtcGRKDS AT DiPFKBius-T Places. — ■' At the end 
of Lantber Moor, on the roadside between Haverford Wett and 
Uttle Haven, in the County of Pembroke, there it a stona sbont 
four feet high, called ' Hang Davy Stone,' c(»iDeot«d with which 
is a tradition of the accidental stxangling of a sheep-St£aler, sim- 
ilar to the legend mentioned by Mr. Greaves with reference to 
the stone at Foremark. — J. W. Phillips." 

JV. ^ Q., May IT, 1866. 

" The Hanouan Stoke. — It may be interesting to your 
correspondent, Mr. J. W. Phillips, to be informed that at abont 
five miles from Sidmouth, on tbe road to Colyton, on tbe right 
band side of tbe road, and near Borey House, is a large atone 
known by the name of < Hangman Stone.' The legend is pre- 
cist^ly umilar to that noticed by Mr. Kiillipa and by Mr. 
Greaves. — N. S. Heikekbk." 

jV. f Q., Mag 31, 1856. 

' ' Hamohak Stones. — Some years ago there was still to be 
seen, in a meadow belonging to me, situate near tbe northwest- 
ern boundary of the parish of Liltlebury, in Essex, a lai^ 
stone, tbe name of which, and the traditions attached to it, were 
idenUcal with those' noorded by your correspondeDts treating 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



284 THE AUTOCBAT OF THE BSEAKFAfiT-TABLE. 

climbing a fenoe, the rope slipped, canght him by die 
neck, and strangled him. Next moming he was found 
banging dead <hi one side of die fence and the sheep 
on die other ; in memory whereof the lord of the 
manor caaaed this moQument to be erected as a warn- 
ing to all who love mutton better than virtne. I will 
of Hangmao Stones. This Btone was tubsequentlj' remoTBd b; 
tlw kt« Ur. Jabea Glbaon to Saffiran Wolden, and still remains 
in his garden at that place. I hare a stroog impresMon that 
other ' hangman stones ' are to be met with elsewhere, but 1 am 
unable to point oat the exact localities. — Bbatbrookk." 

" On the right side of the nwd between Brighton and New- 
haven (about five miles, I think, from the former place), b a 
stone designated as above, and respecting which is told the 
same legend as that which is qooted by Henry KeosiDgton- — 
H. E. C." 

If. 4 Q., JwH 81, 1856. 

" Hanqmak Stones. — At a pictui«sqne angle in the road 
between Sheffield and Bamsley, and abont three miles sonth of 
Ae latter place, there is a toll-bar called ' Hangman Stone Bar.' 
Attached to this title is the osnal legend of a sheep-slealer being 
strangled by the kicking animal, which he had slnng across hia 
shoulders, and which putted him backwards as he tried to climb 
over the stone wall inulosnre with bis spoil. I do not know that 
any particular stone is marked as the one on which the sheep 
was rested for the convenience of the thief in trying to make hia 
escape, but the Jehu of the now extinct Barnsley mail alwajs 
told this story to any inquiring passenger who happened to btt 
one of Gve at top, — as quaint a four-in-hand as you shall see. 
— Alpiied Gatty." 

I have little doubt that the story told by the "Jehu," which 
my memory may have emltelliahed a little, as is not unusual 
with travellers' recollections, was the one to which I listened as 
one of the five outeides, and in answer to my question. The 
country boya used to insist upon it in my young days that ilona 
grew. It seems to me probable that a very moderate monolith 
may have grown in my recollection to " a handsome marble col- 
umn," and that " the lord of the manor " was my own phrase 
rather than our coachman's. 
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Bend a copy of this record to tim or her who shall first 
set me right about this column and its locality.' 

And tellisg over these old stories reminds me that 
I have Bometiiing which may interest architects and 
perhaps some other persons. I once ascended the 
spire of Strashnrg Cathedral, whieh is the highest, I 
think (at present), in Europe. It is a shaft of stone 
flligree-work, frightfully open, so that the guide puts 
his arms behind you to keep you from falling. To 
climb it is a noonday nightmare, and to think of hav- 
ing climbed it crisps oil the fifty-six joints of one's 
twenty digits. While I was on it, " pinnacled dim in 
the intense inane," a strong wind was blowing, and I 
felt sure that the spire was rocking. It swayed hack 
and forward like a stalk of rye or a cato'-nine-tails 
(bnlmsh) with a bobolink on it. I mentioned it to 
the guide, and he said that the spire did really swing 
back and forward, — I think he said some feet. 

Keep any line of knowledge ten years and some 
other line will intersect it. Long afterwards I was 
hunting out a paper of Dumeril's in an old journal, — 
the "Magazin Encyclop^dique " for Van troisieme 
(1795), when I stumbled upon a brief article on. the 
vibnttions of the spire of Straahurg Cathedral. A. 
man can shake it so that the movement shall be shown 
in a vessel of water nearly seventy feet below the snnir 
mit, and higher np the vibration is like that of an 
earthqui^. I have seen one of those wretehed 
wooden spires with which we very shabbily finish 
some of our stone churches (thinking that the lidless 
blue eye of heaven cannot tell the counterfeit we try 
to pass on it,) swinging like a reed, in a wind, but one 
would hardly think of such a thing's happening in a 
* I lent two or three copies to ilifCerant correipondents. 
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stone spire. Dow the Bimke^Hill MonoiDeiit bend in 
the blast like a bbde of grass 7 I sappose so. 

Yon see, of oourse, that I am talking in a cheap 
my i — perhaps we will hare some philosophy by and 
by ; — let me work out this thin mechanical vein. — 
I have Bometlung mora to say about trees. I have 
brought down tUs slice <^ hemlock to show yon. Tree 
blew down in my woods (that were) in 1S52. Twelve 
feet and a half ronnd, fair girth ; — nine feet, where 
I got my section, higher up. This is a wedge, go> 
ing to Uie centra, of the general shape of a slice of 
^>pl»'pie in a large and not opulent family. Length, 
tixmt eighteen inches. I have studied the growth 
of this tree by its rings, and it is curious, l^iree 
hundred and forty-two rings. Started, therefore, 
about 1510. The thickness of the rings tells the 
rate at which it graw. For five or six years the rate 
was alow, — then rapid for twenty years. A little be- 
fora the year 1550 it began to grow very ^wly, and 
so continued for about seventy years. In 1620 it took 
a new start and grew fast until 1714, then for the 
most part slowly until 1786, when it started again and 
grew pret^ weU and uniformly until within the last 
dozen years, when it seems to Iwve got on sluggishly. 

Look here. Here are some human lives la^ down 
■gainst the periods of its growth, to wMch they cor- 
nsponded. This la Shakspeare's. The tree was seven 
inches in diameter when he was bom ; ten inches 
when he died. A little less than ten inches when 
Milton was bom) seventeen when he died. Then 
comes s l<mg interval, and this thread marks out 
Johnson's life, during which the tree increased from 
twenty-two to twenty-nine inches in diuneter. Here 
is the span of Mapcdeon's career { — the tree does n*t 
seem to have minded it. 
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I never saw tbe man yet who was not startled at 
looking on ibis section. I have seen many wooden 
preachers, — never one like this. How moch more 
striking wonld be the calendar counted on the rmgs 
o£ one of those awful trees which were standing when 
Christ was on earth, and where that brief mortal life 
is chronicled with tlie sbdid apathy of vegetable be- 
ing, which remembers all human history as a thing of 
yesterday in its own dateless existence 1 

I have something more to say about elme. A relA-* 
tive tells me there is one of great glory in Andover, 
near Bradford. I hare some recollections of the former 
place, pleasant and other. [I wonder if the old Semi- 
nary dock strikes as slowly as it used to. My room* 
mate thought, when he first came, it was the bell toll- 
ing deaths, and people's ages, as they do in the coun- 
try. He swore — (ministers' sons get so familiar 
with good words that they are apt to handle them 
carelessly) — that the children were dying by the 
dozen, of all ages, from one to twelve, and ran off next 
day in recess, when it began to strike eleven, bat was 
caught before the clock got throu^ striking.] At 
the foot of " the hill," down in town, is, or was, a tidy 
old elm, which was sud to have been hooped with iron 
to protect it from Indian tomahawks ( Credat Mahne- 
mannut'), and to have grown round its hooj^ and 
buried tliem in its wood. Of course, this is not the 
tree my relative means. 

Abo, I have a very pretty letter from Norwich, in 
Connecticut, telling me of two noble elma which are 
to be seen in the town. One hundred and twenty- 
seven feet from bongh-end to boogh-end. What do 
you say to that ? And gentle ladies beneath it, that 
love it and celebrate its praiaes I And that in a town 
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o{ such supreme, andacions, Alpine loveliness as Nois 
wich I — Only the dear people there must leam to call 
it Norridge, aad not be misled by the mere amideni 
t£ spellinj^. 

Ifonmch. 

PorcAmoath, 

CincinnataA. 
What a sad picture of our civilization t 

I did not speak to you of the great tree on what 
'used to be the Colman farm, in Deerfield, simply be- 
cause 1 had not seen it for many years, and did not 
like to trust my TeG<^ection. But I had it in memory, 
aud even noted down, as one crf the finest trees in sym- 
metry and beauty I had ever seen. I have received 
a document, signed by two citizens of a neighborii^ 
town, certified by the postmaster and a selectsnan, and 
these agiun corroborated, reinforced, and sworn to by 
a member of that extraordinary college-class to which 
it is the good fortune of my friend the Professor to 
belong, who, though he has Jormerly been a member 
of Congress, is, I believe, fully worthy of confidence. 
The tree "girts " eighteen and a half feet, and spreads 
over a hundred, and is a real beauty. I hope to meet 
my friend under its branches yet ; if we don't have 
"youth at the prow," we will have "pleasure at the 
'elm." 

And jnst now, agun, I have got a letter about some 
grand willows in Mune, and another about an elm in 
Wayland, but too late for anything but thanks.* 

' There are trees scAttered about oar New EngUnd towns 
worth going a dozen or a wore of milea to see, if one only knew 
where to look for them. A mile from where I am now writing 
(Beverly Farms, Essex Coonty, Massachusetts) is one of the 
Dealest oaks 1 have ever seen, not distiDgoished to much for 
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[And this leadB me to say, that I have received a 
great many communications, in prose and verse, since 
I began printing these notes. The last oame this veiy 
morning, in the shape of a neat and hrief poem, from 
New Orleans. I could not make any of them public, 
thot^h sometimes requested to do so. Some of them 
have given me great pleasure, and encouraged me to 
believe I bad friends whose faces I had never seen. 
If you are pleased with anything a writer says, and 
doubt whether to tell him of it, do not hesitate , a 
pleasant word is a cordial to one, who perhaps thinks 
he is taring you, and so becomes tired himself. I pnrr 
Tery loud over a good, honest letter that says pretty 
things to me.] 

— Sometimes very young persons send communica- 
ttons which they want forwarded to editors ; and these 
young persons do not always seem to have right con- 
ceptions of these same editors, and of the pubUc, and 
of themselves. Here is a letter I wrote to one of these 
young folks, but, on the whole, thought it best not to 
send. It is not fair to single out one for such sharp 
advice, where there are hundreds that are in need of 
it. 

Deab Sib, — You seem to be somewhat, but not » 
great deal, wiser than I was at your age. I don't wish 
to be imderstood as saying too much, for I think, 
its tite, though ht branches mnit spread a hundred feet from 
bough-end to bough-end, m for its besaty and lasty promise. A 
few minutes walk from the station at Rockport is a horse-chest- 
Dtit which IB remarkable for size of trunk and richness of foliage. 
I found that it measures eight feet and three inches in circum- 
ference, about four feet from the ground. There may be lar^r 
horse- chast nut trees in New England, but I have not seen or 
heard of them. 
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without committiDg myself to any opiiiioa on my pres- 
ent state, that I was not a ScJomon at that stage of 
development 

You long to "leap at a single boand into celebrity." 
If othing is so common-place as to wish to be remark- 
able. Fame nsoally comes to those who are thinking 
abont something else, — very rarely to those who say 
to themselves, " Go to, now, let us be a celebrated in- 
dividual t " The stru^le for fame, as such, commonh^ 
ends in notoriety ; — that ladder is easy to elimb, but 
it leads to the pillory which is crowded with fools who 
could not hold their tongues and rogues who could not 
hide their tricks. 

If you have the consciousness of genius, do some- 
tliiag to show it. The world is pretty quick, nowi^ 
days, to catch the flavor of true originality; if yon 
write anydiing remarkable, the magazines and news- 
papers will And you out, as the schoolboys find out 
where the ripe apples and pears are. Produce any- 
thing really good, and an intelligent editor will jump 
at it. Don't flatter yourself that any article of yours 
is rejected because you are unknown to fame. Noth- 
ing pleases an editor more than to get anything worth 
having from a new hand. There is always a dearth 
of really fine articles for a first-rate journal ; for of & 
hundred pieces received, ninety are at or below the 
sea-levd ; some have water enoi^h, but no head ; some 
head enough, but no water ; only two or three are 
from full reservoirs, high up tliat lull which is so haid 
to cUmb. 

You may have genios. The contrary is of course 
probable, but it is not demonstrated. If you have, 
the world wante you more than you want it It has 
not only a desire, but a passion, for eveiy spark of 
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geoiuB that shows itself among ns ; there is not ii bull- 
ealf in our national pasture that can bleat a rhyme 
but it is t«n to one, among bia friends, and no takers, 
tliat he is the real, genuine, no-mistake Osiris. 

Qu'eBt ce qu'U a fait f What has he done ? That 
was Napoleon's test. What have you done? Turn 
up the faces of your picture-cards, my boy I You 
need not make mouths at the public because it has not 
accepted you at your own bncy-valnation. Do the 
prettiest tbing you can and wait your time. 

Fop the verses yon send me, I will not say they are 
hopeless, and I dare not affirm that they show prom- 
ise. I am not an editor, but I know the standard 
of some editors. You must not expect to " leap with 
a single bound " into the society of those whom it is 
not flattery to caD your betters. When *'The Pacto- 
lian" has paid you for a copy of verses, — (I can fur- 
nish 3ron a list of alliterative signatures, beginning 
with Annie Aoreole and ending with Zoe Zenith}, — 
when "The Rag-bag" has stolen your piece, after 
carefully scratching your name ont, — when "The Nnt^ 
cracker " has thought you worth shelling, and strm^ 
the kernel of yonr cleverest poem, — then, and not till 
then, you may consider the presumption ^^ainst you, 
from the fact of your rhyming tendency, as called in 
question, and let our friends bear from you, if you 
think it worth while. You may possibly think me 
too candid, and even accuse me of incivility ; but let 
me assure you that I am not half so plain-spoken as 
Nature, nor half so rude as Time. If you prefer the 
long jolting of public opinion to the gentie touch of 
friendship, try it like a man. Only remember this, — 
that, if a bushel of potatoes is shaken in a market-cart 
without springs to it, the small potatoes always get to 
the bottom. Believe me, etc., etc 
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I always think of verse-writera, when I am in &1» 
vein ; for these are by far the most exacting, eager, 
self'Weighing, restless, querulous, unreasonable, litei^ 
ary persons one is Uke to meet with. Is a young man 
in the habit of writing verses? Then the presiunp- 
tion is that he is an inferior person. For, look you, 
Utere are at least nine chances in ten that he writes 
poor verses. Haw the habit of chewing on rhymes 
without seDBe and soul to mat^h them is, like that of 
using any other narcotic, at once a proof of feebleness 
and a debilitating agent. A youi^ man can get rid 
of the presumption against him afforded by his writ- 
ing verses only by convincing us that tliey are verses 
worth writing. 

All this sounds hard and rough, but, observe, it is 
not addressed to any individual, and of course does 
not refer to any reader of these pages. I would 
always treat any given yoong person passing through 
the meteoric showers which rain down on the brief 
period of adolescence with great tenderoess. God 
foi^ve us if we ever speak harshly to young creatures 
on the strength of these ugly truths, and so, sooner or 
later, smite some tender-souled poet or poetess on the 
lips who might have smig the world into sweet trances, 
had we not silenced the matin-song in its first low 
breathings! Just as my heart yearns over the im- 
loved, just BO it sorrows for the ungifted who are 
doomed to the pangs of an undeceived self^estimate. 
I have always tried to be gentle with the most hope- 
less cases. My experience, however, has not been en- 
couraging. 

— X. Y., Kt. 18, a cbeaply-got-up youth, with nar- 
row jaws, and broad, bony, cold, red hands, having 
been laughed at by the girls in his village, and "got 
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the mitten" (pronounced mitti'n) two or time times, 
falls to aouling and controlling, and youthing and 
truHung, in the newspapers. Sends me some strings 
of verses, candidates for the Orthopedic Infirmary, all 
of them, in which I learn for the millionth time one 
of the following facts : either that something about a 
chime is sublime, or that something about time is sub- 
lime, or that something about a chime is concerned 
with time, or that something about a rhyme is snblime 
or concerned with time or with a chime. Wishes my 
opinion of tlie same, with advice as to his future 
course. 

What shall I do about it? Tell him the whole 
trod), and send him a ticket of admissioD to the In- 
fltitntion for Idiots and Feeble-minded Youth? One 
doesn't like to be cruel, — and yet one hates to lie. 
Therefore one softens down the ugly central fact of 
donkeyism, — recommends study of £ood models, — 
that writing verse should be an incidental occupatatm 
only, not interfering with the hoe, the needle, the lap- 
stone, or the ledger, — and, above all, that there should 
be no hurry in printing what is written. Not the 
least use in all this. The poetaster who has tast«d 
type ia done for. He is Hke the man who has once 
been a candidate for the Presidency. He feeds on 
the madder of his delusion all his days, and his very 
bones grow red with the glow of his foolish fancy. 
One of these young brains is like a bunch of India 
crackers ; once touch fire to it and it is best to keep 
hands off until it has done popping, — if it ever stops. 
I have two letters on file ; one is a pattern of adula- 
tion, the other of impertinence. My reply to the first, 
containing the best advice I could give, conveyed 
in courteous language, had brought out the second. 
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There was some sport in this, bat Dnlness is not com- 
moalj a game fish, and only sulks after he is-strack. 
Yon may set it down as a truth which admits of few e^ 
oeptioDS, that those who ask jour opinion leally want 
yoor praise, and will be contented with nothing less. 

There is anotlier kind of ^plication to which edit- 
ors, or those supposed to have access to them, are li- 
able, and which often proves trying and painfoL One 
is appealed to in behalf of some peTson in needy cir^ 
cnm stances who wishes to make a Mviag by the pen. 
A manuscript accconpanying the letter is offered for 
publication. It is not commonly brilliant, too often it is 
lamentably deficient If Rachel's saying is true, that 
" fortune is the measure of intelligence," ihen poverty 
is evidence (^ limited capacity, which it too frequently 
proves to be, notwithstanding a noble exception here 
and there. Now an editor is a person under a contract 
with the public to furnish them with the beat things 
he can afford for his money. Charity shown by the 
publication of an inferior article would be like the gen- 
erotdty of Claude Duval and the other gentlemen higb> 
waymen, who pitied the poor so much they robbed the 
ridi to have the means of relieving them. 

Though I am not and never was an editor, I know 
something of the trials to which they are submitted. 
They have nothing to do but to devel<q) enormona cal- 
luses at every point of contact with authorship. Their 
business is not a matter of sympathy, but <rf intellect. 
They must reject the unfit productions of those whom 
they long to befriend, because it would be a profligate 
charity to accept diem. One cannot bum his house 
down to warm the hands even of the fatherless and 
the widow. 
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THE PB0FES80B DNDEB CHLOROFOBH. 

— You have n't heard about my friend the Profes- 
sor's fiist experiment in the dm of amesdietics, have 
you? 

He vas mightily pleased with the reception of that 
poem of his about the chaise. He spoke to me once 
or twice about another poem of simiiar chatacter, he 
wEmted to read me, whidi I told him I would listen to 
and criticise. 

One day, after dinner, he came in witii his face tied 
up, looking very red in the cheeks and heavy about 
tlie eyes. — Hy'r'ye ? — he said, uid made for an arm- 
chair, in which he placed first his hat imd tlien hia pei^ 
son, going smack through the crown of the former as 
neatly as they do the trick at the circus. Tlie Profes- 
sor jumped at the explosion as if he had sat down on 
one of those small caltrops our grand&^rs used to 
BOW round in the grass when there were Indians about, 
— iron stars, ea»J» ray a rusty thom an inch and a half 
long, — stick through moccasins into feet, — cripple 
*em on the spot, and give 'em lockjaw in a day or two. 

At tJie same time he let off one of tliose big words 
which lie at the bottom of the best man's vocabulary, 
but periiaps never turn up in hia life, — just as every 
num's hair may stand on end, but in most men it never 
does. 

After he had got calm, he puHed out a sheet or two 
of manuscript, together with a smaller scrap, on which, 
as he said, he had juat been writing an introduction or 
prelude to the main performance. A certain suspi- 
cion had come into my mind that the Professor was 
not quite right, which was confirmed by ihe way he 
ttdked ; but I let him begin. This is the way he read 
it: — 
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I 'm the felkh tlut tole one day 
The tale of the woc'erful one-hoM-ilMj. 
Wan' to hear another ? S«jr. 

— FniiDfiWUn' it? Madeau laugh, — 
1 'm too modeit, I am, by half, — 
Made me lai^ '< AougX I ih'd split, — 
Calm' a fellah like fellah's own wit ? 

— FetUi* keep saTin', — " Well, now that 'a idee; 
IKd it once, bnt cahn' do it twice." — 

D5n' j'ou b'lieve the'z no more fat; 
Lota in the kitch'n 'e good 'x that. 
Fus'-rate throw, 'n' do mistake, — 
Han' lu the props fat another shake; — 
Know I '11 trj, 'n' guest I 'U win; 
Here sh' goes for hit 'm ag'in ! 

Here I ibonght it necessary to interpose. — Pro> 
f esBor, — I said, — yon are inebriated. The style of 
what you call yonr " Prelude " shows that it was 
written under cerebral excitement. Your articulation 
is confused. Yon have told me three times in suc- 
cession, in exactly the same words, that I was the 
only true friend you had in tlte world that you would 
unbutt^Hi your heart to. Yon smell distinctly and 
decidedly of spirits. — I spoke, and paused; tender, 
but firm. 

Two large tears orbed themselves beneath the Pro- 
fessor's lids, — in obedience to the principle of gravi- 
tation celebrated in that delicious bit of bladdery 
bathos, "The very law that moulds a tear," with 
which the "Edinbur^ Review" attempted to put 
down Master G-eoi^ Grordon when that young man 
was foolishly trying to make himself conspicuous. 

One of tiiese tears peeped over the edge of the lid 
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until it lost its balance, — slid an inch and wuted for 
reinforcementB, — swelled again, — rolled down a lit- 
tle further, — stopped, — moved on, — and at last fell 
on the back of the Professor's hand. He held it up 
for me to look at, and lifted bis eyes, brimful, till 
they met mine. 

I could n't stand it, — I always bi«ak down when 
folks cry in my face, — so I hu^ed him, and sud he 
was a dear old boy, and asked him kindly what was 
tlie matter with him, and what made him smell so 
dreadfully strong of spirits. 

Upset his alcohol lamp, — he said, — and spilt the 
alcohol on his legs. That was It. — But what had he 
been doing to get his head into such a state? — had 
he really committed an excess? What was the mat- 
ter? — Then it came out that he had been taking 
chloroform to have a tooth out, which had left him in 
a very queer state, in which he had written the " Pre- 
lude " given above, and under the iniluence of which 
he evidently was stilL 

I took the manuscript from bis hands and read 
the following continuation of the lines he had begun 
to read me, while he made up for two or three nights' 
lost sleep as he best might. 

PARSON TURELL'8 LEGACY: 
OR, THE PRESIDENT'S OLD ARH-CHAIB. 

A MATHEMATICAL 8TORT. 

Facts respecting an old arm-chiur. 
At Cambridge. Is kept in tlie College Qian. 
Seems but little the worse for wear. 
That 's remarkable when 1 aa; 
It WM old in PreMdent Hotyoke's day. 
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(One of liiB boyt, peiiups yon know, 
Died, at one kundred, yexn Kgo.) 
He took lodging for rajn or shine 
Under greeo bed-clollies in '69. 

Know old Cambridge 1 Hope yon do. — 
Bora there? Don't aaj boI I was, too. 
(Bom io a house with a g&nibrel-raof, — 
Standing bUU, if you miut hare proof. — 
" Gambrel? — Gambrel? " — Let me beg 
You 11 look at a hone's hinder leg, — 
First great angle above the hoof, — 
That 'b the gambrel; hence gambrel-roof.) 

— Nicest place that ever was seen, — 
Colleges ted and CommoD green, 
Sidewdks brownisli with trees between. 
Sweet«Bt spot beneath the skies 
When the canker-worms don't rise, — 
When the duet, that sometimes fites 
Into your mouth and ears and eyei, 

In a quiet slumber lies. 

Not in the sh&pe of unbaked pies 

Such as barefoot chUdren prize. 

A kind of harbor it seems to be, 
Facing the flow of a boundless sea. 
Rows of gray old Tutors stand 
Ranged like rocks above the sand; 
Boiling beneath them, soft and green. 
Breaks the tide of bright sixteen, ~- 
One wave, two waves, three waves, four, 
Sliding up the sparkling floor; 
Then it ebba to flow no more. 
Wandering off from shore to shore 
With its freight of golden ore I 

— Pleasant place for boys to play; — 
Better keep your giria away; 
Hearts get rolled as pebbles do 
Which countleex lingering waves pnrsne, 
And every classic beach is strown 

Wiih heart-shaped pebbles of blood-red ttone. 
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But this IB neither here Dor there; — 
I 'm talking about an old arm-chair. 
Tod 've heiird, no doubt, of Parsoh Turku.? 
Over M Medford he used to dwell; 
Married one of the Mather*' folk; 
Got with hia wife s chair of oak, — 
Funny otd chair, with seat like wedg«, 
Sharp behind and broad front edge, — • 
One of the oddest of human things. 
Turned all over with knoba and rings, — 
But heav]!, and wide, and deep, and grand, — 
Fit for the worthies of the land, — 
Chief-Justice Sewalt a canse to try in. 
Or Cotton Mather to sit, — and lie, — in. 

— Parson Turell bequeathed the same 
To a certain student, — Shith by name; 
These were the terms, as we are told: 

" Saida Smith saide Cbaire to have and boldfl) 

When he doth graduate, then to passe 

To y' oldest Youth in y* Senior Classe. 

On Payment of " — (naming a certain sum) — 

" By him to whom y* Chiure shall come; 

He to y* oldest Senior next, 

And soe forever," — (thus runs the text,) — 

" But one Crown lesse then he gave to claime. 

That being his Debte for use of same." 

Sntiih transferred it to one of the Browns, 
And ztydk bis money, — five silver crowns. 
Broom delivered it up to UoORE, 
Who paid, it is plain, not five, but four. 
Moore made over the chair to Lrb, 
Who gave him crowns of silver three. 
Lee conveyed it unto DrbT, 
And now the payment, of coarse, was two. 
Drew gave up the chw' to Donk, — 
All he got, as you sec, was one, 
Dunn released the chair to Hall, 
And got by the bargain no crown at alL 

— And now it passed to a second Brown, 
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Who took it, and likewise claimed a crown. 
When Brovm conveyed it unto Ware, 
Having bad one crowo, to make it fair, 
He paid him two crowns to tnke the chur; 
And Ware, being honeat, (as all Wares be,) 
He paid one Potter, nho took it, three. 
Four got RoBiNBON ; five got Dix; 
JoHKSON ^n'miu demanded uz ; 
And BO the sum kept gathering still 
Till after the battle of Bunker's Hill 

— When paper taoney became eo cheap, 
Folks would a't count it, but said " a heap," 
A cfTtain Bjckardb, the books declare, 

(A. M. in '90 ? I 've tooked with care 
Through the Triennial, — name not there.) 
This person, Richards, was offered then 
Eight score poands, but would have ten; 
Nine, I think, was the sum he took, ~ 
Not quite certtun, — but see the book. 

— By and bj the wars were still. 

But nothing had altered the Parson's will. 
The old arm-chair was solid yet. 
But saddled with such a monstrous debt I 
Things grew quite too bad to bear. 
Paying such Bums to get rid of the chair! 
But dead men's lingers hold awful Ijght, 
And there was the will in black and white. 
Plain enough for a child to spelL 
What should be done no man could tell. 
For the chair was a kind of n^htmare curse. 
And every season but made it worse. 

As a last resort, to clear the doubt, 
They got old Governor Hancock out. 
The Governor came, with hia Lightrhorse Troop 
And his mounted trackmen, all cock-a-hoop; 
Halberds glittered and colors flew, 
French horns whinnied and trumpets blew. 
The yellow fifes whistled between their teeth 
And the bumble-bee bau-drums boomed beneath; 
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So be rode with all hia band. 

Till the President met him, cap in hand. 

— The GloTernor " hefted " the crowns, and Mid, — 
"A nill ii a will, and the Parson's dead." 

The Gkivernor hefted the crowns. Said he, — 
" There is yoxu p'int. And here 's my fee. 
These are the termi y<m mast fulfil, — 
On such conditions I break the willI " 
The Governor mentioned what these should be, 
(Just w^t a minnta and then 70a 1) see.) 
The President prayed. Then all was slUI, 
And the Goremor rose and broke thk will! 

— "About d)o«e conditions?" Well, now you go 
And do as I tell yon, and then yon 'U know. 
Once a year, on Commen cement-day. 

If you *11 only take the pains to stay. 
Ton '11 see the President in the Chair, 
Likewise the Ciovemor sitting there. 
The PreMdent rises; both old and yonng 
May hear his speech in a foreign tongue, 
The meaning whereof, aa lawyers swear. 
Is this: Can I keep this old arm-chair? 
And then his Excellency bows. 
As much as to say that he allows. 
The Tice-Gnb. next is called by name; 
He bows like t'other, which means the same. 
And all the officers rnnnd 'em bow. 
As much as to say that they allow. 
And a lot of parchments about the chair 
Are handed to witnesses then and there. 
And then the lawyers bold it clear 
That the chair is safe for another year. 

God bl<?es you, Gentlemen! Learn to gire 
Money to colleges while you live. 
Don't be silly and think you 'II try 
To bother the colleges, when you die, 
With codicil this, and codicil tliat. 
That Knowledge may starve while Law grows fat? 
For (here never was pitcher that would n't spill, 
And there 's alway* a flaw in a donkey's will! 
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— HoBpitality ia a good deal a matter of latitude, I 
suspect. The eliadfl of a palm-tree serres an African 
for a liut ; his dwelling is all door and no walla ; every* 
hodj can come in. To make a morning call on an 
Esquimaux acquaintance, one must creep throt^fa a 
long tunnel ; his house is all walla and no door, ex- 
cept audi a one as an apple with a worm-hole has. 
One might, very probably, trace a regular gradation 
between these two extremes. In cities where the 
evenings are generally hot, the people hare porches 
at their doors, where they ait, and this is, of course, 
a provocative to the interchange of civilities. A good 
deal, which in colder regions is ascribed to mean dis- 
positions, belongs really to mean temperature. 

Once in a while, even in our Northern cities, at 
noon, in a very hot summer's day, one may realize, 
by a sudden extension in his sphere of consciousness, 
how closely he is ahat np for the most part. — Do 
you not remember something like this? July, be- 
tween 1 and S P. H., Fahrenheit 96°, or thereabout. 
Windows all gaping, like the mouths of panting dogs. 
Long, stinging cry of a locust comes in from a tree, 
half a mile off ; had forgotten there was such a tree. 
Baby's screams from a house several blocks distant ; 
— never knew there Were any babies in the neighbor- 
hood before. Tinman pounding something that clat- 
ters dreadfully, — very distinct but don't remember 
any tinman's shop near by. Horses stamping on 
pavement to get off flies. When you hear these 
four sounds, you may set it down aa a warm day. 
Then it is that one would like to imitate the mode 
of life of the native at Sierra lieone, as somebody 
has described it : stroll into the market in natural 
costume, — buy a water-melon for a halfpenny, — 
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Split it, and scoop out the middle, — sit down in one 
hslf of the empty rind, clap the other on one's bead, 
and feast upon the pulp. 

— I see some at the London journals have been 
attacking some of their literary people for lecturing, 
on the ground of its being a pitblio exhibition of them- 
selves for money. A popular aothor can print his 
lecture ; if he deliver it, it is a case of quesBtum cor- 
pore, or making profit of his person. None but 
** snobs " do that. Srgo, eto. To this I reply, — 
NegatuT minor. Her most Gracious Majesty, the 
Queen, exhibits herself to the public as a part of the 
service for which die is paid. We do not consider 
it low-bred in her to pronounce her own speech, and 
should prefer it so to hearing it fnmi any other per- 
son, or reading it. His Grace and his Lordship ex- 
hibit Uiemselves very often for popularity, and their 
houses every day for money. — No, if a man shows 
himself other than he is, if he belittles himself before 
an audience for hire, then he acts unworthily. But a 
true word, fresh from the lips of a true man, is worth 
paying for, at the rate of eight dollars a day, or even 
of fifty dollars a lecture. The taunt must he an out- 
break of jealousy gainst the renowned authors who 
have the audacity to be also orators. The sub-lieaten- 
ants {of the press) stick a too popular writer and 
speaker with an epithet in England, instead of with 
a rapier, as in France.— Fob! All England is one 
great men^erie, and, all at once, the jackal, who ad- 
mires the gilded ci^ of the royal beast, must protest 
against the vulgarity of the talking-bird's and the 
nightJngale's being willing to become a part of the ex- 
hibition I 
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THE LONG PATH. 
{Lai of tile ParerUlietei.) 

Yefl, that vas my last valk vith the sehoolmistreas. 
It happened to be the end of a term ; and before the 
next began, a very nice young woman, who had been 
her asfiistaot, was announced as her successor, and she 
was provided for elsewhere. So it was no longer the 
Bchoolmistress that I walked with, but — Let us not 
be in unseemly haste. I shall call her the sohool- 
mistress still ; some of you love her under that name. 

— When it became known among the boarders 
that two of their number had joined hands to walk 
down the long path of life side by side, there was, as 
you may suppose, no small sensation. I oonfess I 
pitied oar landlady. It took her all of a suddin, — 
she said. Had not known that we was keepin' com- 
pany, and never mistnisted anything partic'lar. Ma'am 
was right to better herself. Did n't look very rugged 
to take care of a femily, but could get hired ha£lp, 
she cale'lated. — The great maternal instinct came 
crowding up in her soul just then, and her eyes wan- 
dered until they settled on her daughter. 

— No, poor, dear woman, — tkat could not have 
been. But I am dropping one of my internal tears 
for you, with this pleasant smile on my face all the 
time. 

The great mystery of God's providence is the per- 
mitted crushing out of flowering instincts. Life is 
maintained by the respiration of oxygen and of sen- 
timents. Id the long catalogue of scientific cruelties 
there is hardly anything quite eo painful to think of 
as that experiment of putting an animal under the 
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bell of an air-pump and exhausting the air from it. 
[I never saw the accursed trick performed. Laus 
Deo /] There comes a time when the souls of human 
beings, women, perhaps, more even than men, begin 
to faint for the atmoHphere of the affections they were 
made to breathe. Then it ia that Society places its 
transparent bell-glass over the young woman who is to 
be ihe subject of one of its fatal experiments. The 
element by which only the heart lives is sucked out of 
her crystalline prison. Watch her through its trans- 
parent walls ; — her bosom is heaving ; but it is in a 
vacuum. Death ia no riddle, compared to this. I 
remember a poor girl's stoiy in the " Book of Mar- 
tyrs." The " dry-pan and the gradual fire " were the 
images that fright«ued her most. How many have 
withered and wasted under as slow a torment in the 
walls of that larger Inquisition which we call Civiliza- 
tion ! 

Yes, my surface-thought laughs at you, you foolish, 
plain, overdressed, mincing, cheaply-organized, self- 
saturated young person, whoever you may be, now 
reading this, — little thinking you are what I describe, 
and in blissful unconsciousness that you are destined 
to the lingering asphyxia of soul which ia the lot of 
such multitudes worthier than yourself. But it is only 
my surface-thought which laughs. For that great pro- 
cession of the i.'Ni.ovED, who not only wear the crown 
of thorns, but must hide it under the locks of brown 
or gray, — under the snowy cap, under the chilling 
turban, — hide it even from themselves, — perhaps 
never know they wear it, though it kills them, — there 
is no depth of tenderness in my natui'e that Pity has 
not sounded. Somewhere, — somewhere, — love is in 
store for them, — the universe must not be allowed to 
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fool tbem bo cmelly. What infinite pathos in tiie 
small, half'tmconscious artifices by which unattractive 
young persons seek to reconuaend themselves to the 
favor of those towards whom our dear insters, the un- 
loved, lihe the rest, are impelled by their God-given 
instincts I 

Kead what the singing-women — one to ton thou- 
sand of the suffering women — tell ub, and think of 
the griefs that die unspoken 1 Nature is in earnest 
when she makes a woman ; and there are women 
enough lying in the next churchyard with very com- 
monplace blue slate-stones at their head and feet, for 
whom it was just as true that " all soundB of life as- 
sumed one tone of love," as for Letitia Landon, of 
whom Elizabeth Browning said it ; but she conld give 
words to her grief, and they could not — Will you 
hear a few stanzas of mine ? 

THE VOICELESS. 

W« couDt the broken lyres that rest 

Where the sweet wiuling singers alamber, — 
Bat o'er their silent sister's breast 

The wild flowers who will stoop to nniuber? 
A few can touch the magic string, 

Anil noiey Fame is proud to win tbem; — 
Alas for those who never sing. 

But die vrilh all their mouc in them! 

Nay, grieve not for the dead alone 
Whose song has told their hearts' sad story,— 

Weep for the voiceless, who have known 
Tlie crosH without the crown of glory! 

Not where Leucaiii*n breezes sweep 
O'er Sappho's memory-haunted billow, 

But where the glistening night-dews weep 
On nameless sorrow's churchyard pillow. 
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O be&rts that break and give no Bi<^ 

Save whitening lip and fading treasei, 
Till DeaUi poare oat his cordial wine 

Slow-dropped from Misery's cradung presam,- 
If singing breath or echoing chord 

To eveiy hidden pang were given. 
What endless melodies were poared. 

As sad as earth, as sweet at heaven! 



I hope that our landlady's daughter is not bo badly 
off, after all. That young man from another city, 
who made the remark which you remember about 
Boston State-houae and Boston folks, has appeared at 
our table repeatedly of late, and has seemed to me 
rather attentive to this yoimg lady. Only last evening 
I saw him leaning over her while she was playing the 
accordion, — indeed, I imdertook to join them in a 
stmg, and got as far as " Come rest in this boo-oo," 
when, my voice getting tremulous, I turned off, as one 
steps out of a procession, and left the basso and so- 
prano to finish it. I see no reason why this yoimg 
woman should not be a very proper match for a man 
who laughs abont Boston State-house. He can't he 
very particular. 

The young fellow whom I have so often mentioned 
was a little free in his remarks, but very good-natured. 
— Sorry to have you go, — he said. — Schoolma'am 
made a mistake not to wait for me. Have n't taken 
anything but moumin' fruit at breakfast since I heard 
of it. — Mourning fruit, — said I, — what's that? — 
Huckleberries and blackberries, — said he ; — could n't 
eat in colors, raspberries, currants, and such, after a 
solemn thing like this happening. — The conceit 
seemed to please the yoimg fellow. If you will be- 
lieve it, when we came down to breakfast the next 
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morning, he had carried it out aa follows. Yon knov 
those odious little " saas-plat«s " that figure so largely 
at boarding-housea, and especially at taverns, into 
which a strenuous attendant female trowels litUe daba, 
sombre of tint and heterogeneous of composition, which 
it makes you feel homesick to look at, and into which 
yon poke the elastic coppery teaspoon with the eut of 
a cat dipping her foot into a wash-tub, — (not that I 
mean to say anjrthing against them, for, when they are 
of tinted porcelain or starry many-faceted ciystal, 
and hold dean bright berries, or jrale vii^in honey, 
or " lucent syrups tinct with cinnamon," and the tea- 
spoon Lb of white silver, with the Hall-mark, solid, bnt 
not brutally heavy, — as people in the green stage of 
millionism will have them, — I can dally with their 
amber semi-fluids or glossy spherules without a 
shiver), — you know these small, deep dishes, I say. 
When we came down the next morning, each of these 
(two only excepted) was covered with a broad leaf. 
On lifting this, each boarder found a small heap of 
solemn black huckleberries. But one of those plat«s 
held red currants, ajid was covered with a red rose ; 
the other held white currants, and was covered with a 
white rose. There was a. laugh at this at first, and 
tlien a short silence, and I noticed that her lip trem- 
bled, and the old gentleman opposite was in trouble to 
get at his bandanna handkerchief. 

— " What was the use in waiting ? We should be 
too late for Switzerland, that season, if we waited 
much longer." — The hand I held trembled in mine, 
and the eyes fell meekly, as Esther bowed herself be- 
fore the feet of Ahasuerus. — She had been reading 
that chapter, for she looked up, — if there was a film 
of moisture over her eyes there was also the faintest 
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shadow of a distant tonile Bkirting her lips, but not 
enougli to accent the dimples, — and said, in her 
pretty, atill way, — "If it please the king, and if I 
have found favor in his sight, and the thing seem 
right before the king, and I be pleasing in his 
eyes" — 

I don't remember what King Abasuems did or said 
when Esther got just to that point of her soft, humble 
words, — but I know what I did. That quotation 
from Scripture was cut short, anyhow. We came to 
a compromise on the great question, and the time was 
settled for the last day of summer. 

In the mean time, I talked on with onr boarders, 
much as usual, as you may see by what I have re- 
ported. I must say, I was pleased with a certain ten- 
derness they all showed toward us, after the first 
excitement of the news was over. It came out in 
trivial matters, — but each one, in his or her way, 
manifested kindness. Our landlady, for instance, 
when we had chickens, sent the liver instead of the 
gizzard, with the wing, for the schoolmistress. This 
was not an accident; the two are never mistaken, 
though some landladies appear as if they did not 
know the difference. The whole of the company were 
even more respectfully attentive to my remarks than 
usual. There was no idle punning, and very little 
winking on the part of that lively young gentleman 
who, as the reader may remember, occasionally inteiv 
posed some playful question or remark, which could 
hardly be considered relevant, — except when the least 
allusion was made to matrimony, when he would look 
at thft landlady's daughter, and wink with both sides 
of his face, until she would ask what he was pokiu' 
his fun at her for, and if he was n't ashamed of him- 
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self. In iaet, Aey all behaved very huaiaomely, so 
that I really felt sorry at the thought of leaving my 
bowrdiBg-house. 

I suppose yon think, that, because I lived at a plain 
widow-woman's plain table, I was of coarse more or 
less infirm in point of worldly fortone. You may not 
be Sony to learn, that, though not what great mer- 
cAanM call very rich, I was comfortable, — comforta- 
ble, — so that most of those moderate luxuries I d^ 
scribed in my verses on C<mt€7Ument — moat of them, 
I say — were vritbin oar reach, if we chose to have 
them. Bat I found out that the echoolmistreBB had 
a vein of charity about her, which had hitherto been 
worked on a small silver and copper basis, which made 
her think less, perhaps, of luxuries than even I did, — 
modestly as I have expressed my wishes. 

It is a rather pleasant thing to tell a poor young 
W(nnan, whom one has contrived to win without show- 
ing his rent-roll, that she has found what the world 
values so highly, in following the lead of her atEeo- 
tiona. That was an enjoyment I was now ready for. 

I began abraptly : — Do you know that you are a 
rich young person ? 

I know that I am very rich, — she siud. — Heaven 
has ^ven me more than I ever asked ; for I had not 
thought love was ever meant for me. 

It was a woman's confession, and her voice fell to 
a whisper as it threaded the last words. 

I don't mean that, — I said, — you blessed little 
saint and seraph ! — if there 's an angel Tnisaing in the 
New Jerusalem, inquire for her at this boarding-house I 

— I don't mean that I I mean that I — that jg, yon 

— am — are — conf onnd it I — I mean that you '11 be 
what most people call a lady of fortune. — And I 
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looked full in her eyes for the effect of the annoonce- 
ment. 

There waB n't any. She said she was tbanldul Uiat 
I had what would save me from drudgery, and that 
some other time I should tell her about it. — I never 
made a greater failure in an attempt to produce a 
senBaldon. 

So Uie last day of summer came. It was our cbc^ce 
to go to the church, but we had a kind of reception at 
the boarding-house. The presents were all arranged, 
and among them none gave more pleasure than the 
modest tributes of our fellow-boarders, — for there was 
not one, I believe, who did not send something. The 
landlady would insist on making an elegant bride- 
cake, with her own hands ; to which Master Benjamin 
Franklin wished to add certain embellishments out of 
hia private Amds, — namely, a Cupid in a mouse-trap, 
done in white sngar, and two miniature flags with the 
stars and stripes, which had a very pleasing effect, I as- 
sure you. The landlady's daughter sent a richly bound 
copy of Tupper's Poems. On a blank leaf was the fol- 
lowing, written in a very delicate and careful hand: — 
PreBented to . . . by . . . 
On the eve ere her uQion in holy mfttrimony. 
May sunshine ever beam o'er her! 

Even the poor relative thought she most do some- 
thing, and sent a copy of '* The Whole Duty of 
Man," hound in very attractive variegated sheepskin, 
the edgea nicely marbledi From the divinity'^tudent 
came the loveliest English edition of " Keble's Chris- 
tian Year." I opened it, when it came, to the fourth 
Sunday in Lent, and read that angelic poem, sweeter 
than anything I can remember since Xavier's "My 
God, I love Thee." 1 am not a Churchman, — I 
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don't believe in planting oaks in flower-pots, — but 
such a poem as " The Bosebud " makes one's heart a 
proddyte to the ooltore it grows from. Talk about 
it aa much aa yoa like, — one's breeding shows itself 
nowhere more than in his religim. A man should be 
a gentleman in his hymns and prayers ; the fondness 
for " soenes," among vulgar sunts, eontrasts so meanly 
with that — 



and that other, — 

' * He could Dot trngt his melting soul 
But in Mb Maker's sight," — 

that I hope some of them will see this, and read the 
poem, and profit by it. 

My laughing and winking young friend nndertook 
to procure and arrange the flowers for the table, and 
did it with immense zeal. I never saw him look hap- 
pier than when he came in, his hat saucily on one side, 
and a cheroot in his mouth, with a huge bunch of tea- 
roses, which he said were for " Madam." 

One of the last things that came was an old square 
box, smelling of camphor, tied and sealed. It bore, 
in faded inV, the marks, " Calcutta, 1805." On open- 
ing it, we found a white Cashmere shawl with a veiy 
brief note from the dear old gentleman opposite, say- 
ing that he had kept this some years thinlHiig he 
might want it, and many mo^ not knowing what to 
do with it, — that he had never seen it unfolded since 
he was a young supercargo, — and now, if she would 
spread it on her Moulders, it would make him feel 
young to look at it. 

Foot Bridget, or Biddy, our red-armed maid o£ ali 



D,s,i,7ert by Google 



THE AUTOCBAT Olf THE BBEAKFABT-TABLE. 813 

irorkl What must she do but buj a Bmall copper 
breast-pin and put it under" Schoobna'am'e " plate 
that morning, at breakfast ? And Schoohna'am would 
wear it, — though I made her cover it, as well as 1 
could, with a tea-rose. 

It was my last breakfast as a boarder, and I could 
not leave them in utter silence. 

Good-by, — I said, — my dear friends, one and all 
of you ! I have been long with you, and I find it hard 
parting. I have te tliank you for a thousand courte- 
sies, and above all for the patience and indulgence 
with which you have listened to me when I have tried 
to instruct or amuse you. My friend the Professor 
(who, as well as my friend the Poet, is unavoidably 
absent on this interesting occasion) has given me rea- 
son te suppose that he would occupy my empty chair 
about the first of January next. If be comes among 
you, be kind to him, as you have been to me. May 
the Lord bless you all ! — And we shook hands all 
round the table. 

Half an hour afterwards the breakfast things and 
the cloth were gone. I looked up and down the length 
of the bare boards over which I had so often uttered 
my sentiments and experiences — and — Yes, I am a 
man, like another. 

All sadness vanished, as, in the midst of these old 
friends of mine, whom you know, and others a little 
more up in the world, perhaps, to whom I have not 
introduced you, I took the schoolmistreas before the 
altar from the hands of the old gentleman who used 
to sit opposite, and who would insist on giving her 
away. 

And now we two are walking the long path in peace 
t(^;etlier. The "schoolmistress" finds her skill in 
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teaohing called for agun, wi^ioat going abroad to 
seek little scholars. Those visions of mine have all 
come true. 

I hope yon all love me none the less for anything I 
have tdd you. FarewcU 1 
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lug, a02 : Ita ciiBiieiiGH, 27S. 

Ulu mf-bsdt, 2&, 229. 

Uoo, (ha iHden ODB at Alnwick, 281. 

" ---- tbDuabt hlDuelf a tnglfliictoT, B! 

npiStpockeU, 61. 

liiiKTamE^ Tha, 17B. 

ochtel rocked lo endla whan old, 82. 



UtenuTpi^ 
LiviiuTaaiEd 
Lochfelrocb 

IdglOBl miod. 
Longfallow, 2 



ImIdbI miodB, what thav do, 14. 

•-"-w,2. 

h, Che, 804; walking togathar, 

Im^ Juaea BumU, 23. 



Ludknoa, adlTlna idaa, 92. 
Lunlvanarj, ratun of, 49. 
Lrrlo ooDcoptiao hits Itka a bBlM, S& 

MACAVLtT'WUmtBa of LltaratuTfl, 13. 
"Ifuulua. NocthBrn," got up by Ibg 

"<S>iD»Outara," 19). 
Haiua, wDlon In, 288. 

Hup, pbDtogtspb of, CB the wmU, 243. 
Bfan Bubrum, i ?P . 
llulgold, ita augEBBtlonB, Tfl. 
Matlwi, Cotton, 61, 299. 



XitatUima, dmidfnl oooeqosicea ol, 

21G. 
Middlfr«ged famalB, ukca oSeooe, Wv 



uW, autom^lc 

btig< 

>Ddl 
al,I3& 
HbiMar, 



of, 134. 

. — -. , I; Jarky OIM 

fMJgnll^, 6^ logical, whkt thoy do. 



HoUbt, ^ofaa Lothrop, 2, i 
Koiubliii and Ba, 26*. 
Mourning fruit, 307. 

Moacnlar powan, 

ine. 

Huh, Uis, 249. 
Uiulciiiu, odd mo' 
MiudcltasffoctadJ 



Natnrs, Aoaa of, SS9; laaUag ot, hito 

oltiea,Z73. 
NioEllui, Tb» Cliaintiand, 97. 
Hanfr-plijing, mutan ot, 13>l 

WwFWfcjMpping, e> 



■, Google 



Sim, aUtetoTT, 




0«u, Uke, two mm mUciiig t^, B3. 

Old An, Mutiiig nrint d, 1S1 ; ■Uwh? 
of, USl I ipsHMcb of, l8t i bow QUnn 
okHiU u bito, UM i lablt* Uie neU 
mukof, USiln tb*Pn>f«Mor'>M»- 
tompomlH, Ifl); nmedls tor, 163; 
uowlent ramedj for, ]T3- 

(Hd Oantlanuui oppo^te, B, 63, 61, 80, 
SB, 17*, m, 178, OT, 208, aiO, 312, 313. 

Old Hun, > parion itutlad when bs 

flnt hHH blmHlt ulled », IH. 

~ Old Ueo, ilwiijii paM> It Uwj «vai bar* 



I, without Idantity, la orl' 



la, dlnwKt- 



^'H L^aay, 297, 

pHth, th* Lmg, 277. 

Pnn, DUD lira like. In eondif 

Pedal l«»motlTH, 16& 

FbItm, 2. 

Pbcaphonu, Eta vwefltlfMu, 7A* 

Photographs Dt the Pait, 3i2. 

Phraaaa, DompUmantary, allied to an. 
thon, viait •'■-■•■--'■•-— **' 

Pbynlla, 9T. 

He,tb«joiaigl 
fully, »; the 
■ pl«aot,Mi. 

FlAornat, poema, ato., writtau under In- 
fluence 1^80. 

PIIUt, the Hangman'a, KgS e( Hf . 

PlalmeT, WlllUm, 7. 

Bntea, Daniah, their akina (m chimh 
door*, 107. 



Poem — with the iliglU < 

Foema, alteratlona of, hi ; aare a oiuy 
and a aoul, 90; green atata of, 101 
poroiu like meerachauma, 103 ; poot- 
prandial, the ProfeHor'a tdea of, 222. 

Pdet, mv frleDd the, 08, 128, 174, 17B 
e( «!., 1B3, 222, ala 220. 

Elndiof, 183; apt to 
iBtlHirbnUiu,lSI. 



Poet* and aitMn, w)v Uke to be prone 

FoetailaF who hai taated type, 293. 

FoeUoal Impulae eitarul, W 

Poetr, una while light for Ita main ob- 

PouS^Slcis. 


Poplar, murder of one, 232. 
Pon-ehuck, hia riTacloua ally, 177. 

Power., lltUa localiaod, breed cODCelt, 


Preacher, dull, might lapaa into quati 
■' Preludej^B Profe»»r',, 206. 



Pride In ,-.- 

Prince Kupert'a dropa of llteraRire, 38. 
Principle agalnat obiioua facta, S6. 
Printe Journal, aitract from mj, Stfl. 
FrliaU tbaatricak 43. 
ProUhililiea provided with bti^tri, K. 
PrafeailDii, literary men ahould haia a, 

Profa^r, mv friend the, 28, 72, Bl, 90, 
108, 114, 120, 148 cl «0., 174, 178 el 
•cq., 194, 190, 196, 22G, 241 (Si mj., 
2G2, 295 el Kg. 

Prologue, 45. 

PugillaU, whan " atale," 1S6. 

Punnii^, quotatloiH re^wcUng, lit 

Pmu, law reapecUng, II ; what thaj 
coaaM In, 1^^ aurreptitloualy olrou* 
lated among the company, 2G1, 

PopI! of the eye, ilmile conoeming, Ui« 
Author dltgo^oa, 144. 

QDurart, (alee, Bidnoy Smlth'i remark 



e, the, report ol running in, 
ajmpatblea go naturally with 
t republloan, 34 1 reoorda of. 



coUdiDoa, trivial, eeaential to onr 
tativcB," oplliiona of , aa to a man'a 



Reputation. 11 Ting on CI 

"RatlTlDg"atslght, el 

Ehode latand, ■•■ 

RhjmeiiOld, 

BIdlculoua, li: 



"tJredof.lB; I 
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RotT, JiMBh, MS. 

BcM, ^|^^n n■*r, 227, XS. 

Ronrliif I oeuHt upnMcb to dylug, IG 

"Rojnil G«oti«," thB, ■CoupBT'i p« 




■ukspeftn, old copr, wl 

Blwrl, Ibe Indbw blukeL 19, 
BliDrtflaED^ wenpoiu and leDgthulng 

HhDp-bHndfc iron, prodonB ■ dilTiir, 2ST, 

Mil. 302.™' " ™ 
Siglit, prelAndAd Uliin of, Ln old p«r- 

BIcDumgy, Hra., 8. 

SlmlUtadB and aniLiDiiH. o<^<:-i> "f. 84. 



Bmllo, Hi* Mrrlble, 1»2. 

fiioltb, Sidney, lurglcal opei 
poied by, 4d; abuaed b' 
QoutHly Baiiair, SI. 



o ba ngarded lea- 



Ltiul admlrUioo, 3. 



gpgken UnguagAf plartlc, 7T. 



"Slaloa oldeceaied iDfanl." VtL 
StoDA, flat, turning ovar of, IIL 



ipfrc"'^ 



SwkjB, taking bla dupki .or, 'i 
Swtft, property rettorad to, I 
Bvroraa, Rom&a and Amartcai 
SyLva Novanglica, 230. 



TALEn',allttJa,iiL 
TaLken, real, 143. 

■■— playiM 



e, 28: oneoftbaflt 






later aod beat to youni people, SOj 
my beet •oam alwava old, SI i real, 
knock out aomebody^i wlDd, 113. 

I%iniEht.8prinklaB, 27. 

Tlma and ipace, 2». 

TobacW4tain may Rtrtka Into character, 
103. 

TobMCO^OppeT, loTsly one, IM. 

Inwni, unau. Dot mora modait Ihan 
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TYftTali m u xIrn B nljttiiis to, ^fl i t4Kd1- 

Tnt, rrowth oL u ihuwii bj rings of 
wooi, we; ^M of a bsmliKk,286; 
Ui tTDWtli oompand to honun Livflfl, 

sa& 

Tnw, fiHtSSO; mottw^ldn Is «ch 
UkI nf, iai; ttniA of meuurtog- 
teps, 333 ; Mi. EiDer«n'i report on. 
isi; of Amarica. our frjanfi Inlsi- 
hUdi work on, 236. 

TrUdi, ir?tliig'<n, 65. 
Tn^ FrArBK, dlnoBn mt tbA, TS- 
TnMii^ democntic wd btTonbla 1« 
manf ilrtDflb, 37 ; maCdha not noaa, 



^^Uin 



Tnpperiia 
Tjrbnii,fe 
17iiu>Tms th*, SOS. 

Yarn, primr nvdl 
Teraes, iibunu IS ^ 

lug, ttas muk of • poet, 201. 
TerK-vriten, tbi^ psc^Uari^ 392. 
riolliu, ttuked In miuio, 103 i Wka ■ 

centurj to drr, 104. 
VlrtDM, mgitlTs, 282. 
VUtan, getUng rid of, wbau tbalr tU( 

Tidca, ttu Teutonic m^dsn'i, 21E ; ths 

Gornun womu^B, 21Q ; Uh lICtlB cbild^i 

Id U» boiplt^ 217. 
VoloH, wtaln tsmils, 214 ; faufuO; 

■WHt onee, 214 ; hardud IhArp, 216; 

people da not know tbalr own, 217 ; 

nnat,iiiaa( baiong to good wiriti, 



rplnr, bntBd of, on fiUa; rognH, 106. 
Volmus, mu of one, 143. 

T2 ; the ProtnaDr aiultou,'lGS ; rid- 
ing Aod rowing oompuvd wlEli, 167. 

Waqi, iloop of war, 2M. 

W*toli'puiaT, tbfl old gtutlonua^B, 21L 

Wmtar, tlH whlM-pina p^ of, 300. 

Weddbg, Uko, SI3L 



DIUlttM 



WelllngtoB, geuUs In bii old ua, 82 

What we itl lUnk, 1*0. 

Will, compand to a dmp of wU«r 

WUlowi In Hi^ne, 2SS. 
Wine ol ancbmta, GO. 
Wit UkH Impa^Kt ill 

bar through apli 

210 ; naika of low'asd bad' blood iZ 
271 ; prlA In, 21t ; why >ba ahoaU 

Woman, joung, Klvica tc, 40; Bnt to 
detect a poet, 183 : hupfae poata, ISS ; 
theli pnOaa ths poat'i rawatd, 183 ; 
all men lavs all, 29); all, Ion all 
men, 221 ; picloru d, 221 : who ban 
welKbed all that Ufa can <Ma, 270. 

Woodbridca, BtojanUo, hb giSTe, 239, 

new, oomptrimn of tbeli 
nlutlon, 23S. 



tvpuolori 
ViicWwlth 
Btawilsg with a nse, 28 

''■■ ? In conTvnattoii. 13- 
rloka^a. 



T?L^01 *11^ 1 

218. 23A, 2Sl, t 
TTonng Idd; come t 
Yoat£, dakei ofl 111 . . 

1G3 ; American, not perteot type of 

phjidcal hmnanlty, ITl ; and age, what 



1, 137, 192, iOl, 207, 
T, 26e, 307, 312. 
to ba flniihed oEI, 10, 
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